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PREPAC: 


In the preparation of the THrrp Reaper the chief aim has 
been to make it an introduction to the study of literature. 
The choice of selections has been dictated primarily by a 
desire to excite the interest, improve the taste, develop the 
judgment, and ennoble the ideals of the pupils, and to cultivate 
a liking for good literature which will prompt them to read 
for themselves through later life. 

For the more successful accomplishment of this purpose, a 
much larger proportion of poetry than is usually to be found 
in readers of this grade has been inserted. Whatever the 
correct psychological or esthetic explanation may be, the fact 
undoubtedly is that the majority of children are naturally fond 
of poetry, of which the melodious language and the rhythmic 
movement appeal to their nascent sense of the beautiful. 

To intensify this preference is a legitimate object of school 
training, and with this in view critical care has been exercised 
in the selection of the poems. Since form is a matter of great 
importance with the young, and since Tennyson’s poetry is in 
form the most perfect and the most varied in the language, 
advantage has been taken of the expiration of the copyright of 
many of his earlier poems to insert an unusually large number 
of them. Needless to say, while in point of formal perfection 
they are pre-eminent, they are hardly less so in the still more # 
important qualities of literature—good sense, good taste, and 
good morals. 

Compilers of recent series of school readers in different 
countries have wisely shown an increasing preference for two 
classes of selections—those presenting to the observation of the 
pupil his physical environment, and those presenting to his 
imagination that extra-physical region which has in all ages 
been peopled with beings of human creation, Animal stories 
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and wonder lore are prominent features of this reader, and the 
greatest care has been exercised in choosing from an embarrass- 
ingly large supply of good material. 

There has been, with the introduction of improved processes 
in the reproduction of artistic drawings, a great development 
in the use of illustrations. Those distributed through this 
reader will be found well abreast of the time. They comprise 
an unusually large proportion of portraits of the authors or 
the subjects of selections, and in other cases they have been 
inserted because they are well calculated to prove helpful to both 
teacher and pupils as aids in the interpretation of the lessons. 

While there is often room for difference of opinion as to 
which of any two lessons is the more difficult, an attempt has 
been made to grade the contents of this reader so that the 
lessons may become harder to master as the pupil becomes 
more able to master them. To some extent it has been found 
practicable to arrange prose and poetry alternately, and also to 
group in the same part of the book a few lessons more or less 
closely related in subject matter or in some other way. These 
inner connections will tend to become clearer and more sugges- 
tive as the teacher becomes better acquainted with the collection. 

By the time the pupil reaches the third reader he 
should be sufficiently apt at word recognition to make out 
the sense of a lesson for himself, and he should be expected 
and required to do so before he is asked to read it aloud. 
The greatest obstacle to expressive reading is the practice of 
unintelligent reading. The pupil cannot express what he does 

not feel and realize as he reads, and he can neither feel nor 
realize what he has not carefully thought out for himself. 
He should be thoroughly questioned on the contents of the 
lesson after he has had a chance to prepare it, and before he 
is asked to read it aloud. With such a course of training, 
primarily interpretative and secondarily expressive, the read- 
ing hour may, in the hands of an expert teacher, become 
the most interesting and most helpful period of the school day. 
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THE LITTLE LAND. 


Wuen at home alone I sit 
And am very tired of it, 
I have just to shut my eyes 
To go sailing through the skies— 
To go sailing far away 
To the pleasant Land of Play ; 
To the fairy land afar 
Where the little people are ; 
Where the clover-tops are trees, 
And the rain-pools are the seas, 
And the leaves like little ships 
Sail about on tiny trips ; 
And above the daisy tree 
Through the grasses 
High o’erhead the Bumble Bee 
Hums and passes. 
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In that forest to and fro 

I can wander, I can go; 

See the spider and the fly, 

And the ants go marching by 

Carrying parcels with their feet 

Down the green and grassy street 

I can in the sorrel sit 

Where the ladybird alit. 

I can climb the jointed grass; 
And on high 

See the greater swallows pass 
In the sky, 

And the round sun rolling by 

Heeding no such things as I. 


Through that forest I can pass 
Till, as in a looking glass, 
Humming fly and daisy tree 
And my tiny self I see, 

Painted very clear and neat 

On the rain-pool at my feet. 
Should a leaflet come to land 
Drifting near to where I stand, 
Straight I'll board that tiny boat 
Round the rain-pool sea to float, 
Little thoughtful creatures sit 
On the grassy coasts of it; 
Little things with lovely eyes 
See me sailing with surprise. 
Some are clad in armor green— 


(These have sure to battle been \— 
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Some are pied with ev'ry hue, 

Black and crimson, gold and blue; 
Some have wings and swift are gone;— 
But they all look kindly on. 


When my eyes I once again 
Open, and see all things plain: 
High bare walls, great bare floor; 
Great big knobs on drawer and door; 
Great big people perched on chairs, 
Stitching tucks and mending tears, 
Each a hill that I could climb, 
And talking nonsense all the time— 
O dear me, 
That I could be 
A sailor on the rain-pool sea, 
A climber in the clover-tree, 
And just come back, a sleepy head, 
Late at night to go to bed. 


—ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 
’ 


12 Buack BEAUTY. 


BLACK BEAUTY.* 


I was sold to a corn dealer and baker whom 
Jerry knew, and with him he thought I should 
have good food and fair work. In the first he 
was quite right; and if my master had always 
been on the premises I do not think I should 
have been overloaded; but there was a fore- 
man who was always hurrying and driving 
everyone, and frequently when I had quite a 
full load, he would order something else to be 
taken on. My carter, whose name was Jakes, 


*From “ Black Beauty, the Autobiography of a Horse ” (by per- 
mission of the publishers, Jarrold & Sons, London). 


Buack BRAUTY. 13 


often said it was more than I ought to take, 
but the other always overruled him: “’T'was 
no use going twice when once would do, and he 
chose to get business forward.” 

Jakes, like the other carters, always had the 
bearing rein up, which prevented me from draw- 
ing easily, and by the time I had been there 
three or four months, I found the work telling 
very much on my strength. One day, I was 
loaded more than usual, and part of the road 
was a steep uphill; I used all my strength, but 
I could not get on and was obliged continually 
to stop. This did not please my driver, and 
he laid his whip on badly. ‘Get on, you lazy 
fellow,” he said, “or [ll make you.” 

Again I started the heavy load, and struggled 
on a few yards; again the whip came down, 
and again I struggled forward. The pain of 
that great cartwhip was sharp, but my mind 
was hurt quite as much as my poor sides. To 
be punished and abused when I was doing my 
very best was so hard it took the heart out of 
me. A third time he was flogging me cruelly, 
when a lady stepped quickly up to him and 
said in a sweet, earnest voice: “Oh! pray do 
not whip your good horse any more; I am sure 
he is doing all he can, and the road is very 
steep; I am sure he is doing his best.” 

“Tf doing his best won’t get this load up, he 
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must do something more than his best; that’s 
all I know, ma’am,” said Jakes. 

“But is it not a very heavy load?” she said. 

“Yes, yes, too heavy,” he said, “but that’s not 
my fault; the foreman came just as we were 
starting and would have three hundredweight 
more put on to save him trouble, and I must 
get on with it as well as I can.” 

He was raising the whip again when the lady 
said: “Pray, stop, I think I can help you if 
you will let me.” 

The man laughed. 

“You see,” she said, “you do not give him a 
fair chance; he cannot use all his power with 
his head held back as it is with that bearing 
rein; if you would take it off Iam sure he would 
do better. Do try it,” she said persuasively ; 
“TI should be very glad if you would.” 

“Well, well,” said Jakes with a short laugh, 
“anything to please a lady of course. How 
far would you wish it down, ma’am ?” 

“Quite down; give him his head altogether.” 

The rein was taken off, and in a moment I 
put my head down to my very knees. What 
a comfort it was! Then I tossed it up and 
down several times to get the aching stiffness 
out of my neck. 

“Poor fellow! that is what you wanted,” said 
she, patting and stroking me with her gentle 
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hand, “and now if you will speak kindly to 
him and lead him on I believe he will be able 
to do better.” 

Jakes took the rein,—‘“ Come on, Blackie.” I 
put down my head and threw my whole weight 
against the collar; I spared no strength; the 
load moved on, and I pulled steadily up the 
hill and then stopped to take breath. The lady 
had walked along the footpath and now came 
across into the road. She stroked and patted 
my neck as I had not been patted for many a 
long day. 

“You see he was quite willing when you gave 
him the chance; I am sure he is a fine-tempered 
creature, and I dare say has known better days. 
You will not put that rein on again, will you?” 
for he was just going to hitch it up on the old 
plan. | 

“Well, ma’am, I can’t deny that having his 
head has helped him up the hill, and Ill re- 
member it another time, and thank you, ma’am ; 
but if he went without a bearing rein I should 
be the laughing-stock of all the carters; it’s 
the fashion, you see.” 

“Ts it not better,” she said, “to lead a good 
fashion than to follow a bad one? A great 
many gentlemen do not use bearing reins now; 
our carriage horses have not worn them for 
fifteen years and they work with much less 
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fatigue than those who have them; besides,” 
she added in a very serious voice, “we have 
no right to distress any of God’s creatures 
without a very good reason. We call them 
dumb animals, and so they are, for they cannot 
tell us how they feel, but they do not suffer 
less because they have no words. But I must 
not detain you now; I thank you for trying 
my plan with your good horse and I am sure 
you will find it far better than the whip. Good 
day,” and with another soft pat on my neck she 
stepped lightly across the path, and I saw her 
no more. 

“That was a real lady, I’ll be bound for it,” 
said Jakes to himself; “ she spoke just as polite 
as if I was a gentleman, and I'll try her plan, 
uphill at any rate;” and I must do him the 
justice to say that he let my rein out several 
holes, and going uphill after that he always 


gave me my head; but the heavy loads went on. 
—ANNA SEWELL. 


WE all might do good 

Where we often do ill— 
There is always the way 

If there is but the will ; 
Though it be but a word 

Kindly breathed or suppressed, 
It may guard off some pain 

Or give peace to some breast. 
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THREE fishers went sailing out into the West, 
Out into the West as the sun went down; 
Each thought on the woman who loved him the best, 
And the children stood watching them out of the town ; 
For men must work, and women must weep, 
And there’s little to earn, and many to keep, 
Though the harbor bar be moaning. 


Three wives sat up in the lighthouse tower, 

And they trimmed the lamps as the sun went down ; 
They looked at the squall, and they looked at the shower, 

And the night-rack came rolling up ragged and brown ; 
But men must work, and women must weep, 
Though storms be sudden, and waters deep, 

And the harbor bar be moaning. 

2 
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Three corpses lay out on the shining sands 
In the morning gleam as the tide went down, 
And the women are weeping and wringing their hands 
For those who will never come home to the town ; 
For men must work, and women must weep, 
And the sooner it’s over, the sooner to sleep, 
And good bye to the bar and its moaning. 


—CHARLES KINGSLEY, 


THE STOLEN PEACHES. 


CHARLIE was the son of good and kind pa- 
rents. It was his birthday and _ beautiful 
autumn weather. His parents loaded him with 
presents and permitted him to bring some of 
his school-fellows to play with him. 

They played about in the garden. There 
Charlie had a little plot of his own, rich with 
flowers and fruit. On the opposite wall there 
grew a peach-tree, which was not his but his 
father’s, and this he had been told he must 
not touch. 

The peaches were ripe, and a ruddy bloom 
blushed through their downy skin.  ‘“ What 
could be more delightful?” thought the boys. 

“Why not just taste them?” said they to 
Charlie. “There’s no harm in it. Besides, is 
this not your birthday? Surely you can do as 
you like once a year at least.” 
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“No!” said Charlie; “I am forbidden to 
touch those peaches; that’s enough for me; 
but take what you lke from my own plot, 
and welcome.” 

Then said the eldest of the boys: “Very 
likely Charlie is quite right; but let us pluck 
the peaches, and perhaps he will help us to eat 
them.” 

So Charlie at last agreed to this, and he was 
by no means unwilling to share the feast. 

When the peaches were all eaten, and the 
boys gone, Charlie began to feel he had done 
wrong; he stayed in the garden alone and 
wretched, and had never been so sad and mis- 
erable all his life long. 


90 Tur STOLEN PEACHES. 


At last his father came into the garden, and 
ealled out, “Charlie! Charlie!” 

Charlie stood at the end of the garden, a 
picture of misery. His father went to him, 
and in passing the peach-tree he saw what had 
been done. His face grew sad and angry. 

Then said his father: “Is this your birth- 
day, and is this the return you make us for 
all our care and kindness?” 

Charlie was dumb. 

“Henceforth the garden is locked to you,” 
said his father. He then led Charlie into the 
house, and went away in displeasure. 

Charlie went off to bed, but not to sleep. 
He turned and tossed this way and that, but 
the whole night long he could not sleep. 

Next morning Charlie was so pale and sad 
that his mother had pity on him. So she said 
to her husband, “Charlie is sorry, but he 
thinks the ‘locked garden’ means that you 
have locked your heart against him.” 

“He is quite right,” was the reply; “I have 
locked my heart against him.” 

“How sad,” sighed the mother; “he has 
begun the new year of his life with sorrow.” 

“That it may be more full of joy, let us 
hope,” said the father, 

By-and-by the mother said: “I am afraid 
Charlie will doubt our love for. him.” 
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“T hope not,” said her husband, “ Although 
he feels he is guilty, I do not think he 
would wish to throw the blame on us. Till 
now he always had our love, and he will 
learn to prize it for the future by having to 
win it back again.” 

The following morning Charlie came down 
to breakfast calmly and cheerfully. He car- 
ried a basket in his hand, full of all the toys 
and presents his parents had given him. 

“What do you mean by this?” asked his 
father. 

Charlie answered: “I give these back to 
you, for I do not deserve them.” Then the 
father unlocked his heart, and happiness came 
back to them all again. 


—KRUMMACHER, 
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THE BETTER LAND. 


“T HEAR thee speak of the better land ; 

Thou call’st its children a happy band : 

Mother ! oh, where is that radiant shore ? 

Shall we not seek it, and weep no more 4 

Is it where the flower of the orange blows, 

And the fire-flies glance through the myrtle boughs ?” 
“Not there, not there, my child! ’ 


“Ts it where the feathery palm-trees rise, 
And the date grows ripe under sunny skies ? 
Or midst the green islands of glittering seas, 
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze ; 
And strange bright birds, on their starry wings, 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things ?” 

“ Not there, not there, my child !” 
“Ts it far away, in some region old, 
Where the rivers wander o’er sands of gold ? 
Where the burning rays of the ruby shine, 
And the diamond lights up the secret mine, 
And the pearl gleams forth from the coral strand,— 
Is it there, sweet mother, that better land ?” 

“ Not there, not there, my child!” 


“Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy, 
Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy— 
Dreams cannot picture a world so fair— 
Sorrow and death may not enter there : 
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom ; 
For beyond the clouds, and beyond the tomb— 
It is there, it is there, my child |!” 
—MRS, HEMANS. 
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ANDROCLUS AND THE LION. 


Many hundred years ago there lived in the 
north of Africa a poor Roman slave ealled 
Androclus. His master held great power and 
authority in the country, but he was a hard, 
eruel man, and his slaves led a very unhappy 
life. They had little to eat, had to work hard, 
and were often punished and tortured if they 
failed to satisfy the master’s caprices. For long 
Androclus had borne with the hardships of his 
life, but at last he could bear it no longer, and he 
made up his mind to run away. He knew that 
it was a great risk, for he had no friends in that 
foreign country with whom he could seek safety 
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and protection; and he was aware that if he was 
overtaken and caught he would be put to a cruel 
death. But even death, he thought, would not 
be so hard as the life he now led, and it was 
possible that he might escape to the sea-coast, 
and somehow some day get back to Rome and 
find a kinder master. 

So he waited till the old moon had waned to 
a tiny gold thread in the skies, and then, one 
dark night, he slipped out of his master’s house, 
and, creeping through the deserted forum and 
along the silent town, he passed out of the city 
into the vineyards and cornfields lying outside 
the walls. In the cool night air he walked 
rapidly. From time to time he was startled by 
the sudden barking of a dog, or the sound of 
voices coming from some late revellers in the 
villas which stood beside the road along which 
he hurried. But as he got further into the 
country these sounds ceased, and there was 
silence and darkness all round him. When the 
sun rose he had already gone many miles away 
from the town in which he had been so miser- 
able. But now anew terror oppressed him—the 
terror of great loneliness. He had got into a 
wild, barren country, where there was no sign of 
human habitation. A thick growth of low trees 
and thorny mimosa bushes spread out before him, 
and as he tried to thread his way through them 
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he was severely scratched, and his scant gar- 
ments torn by the long thorns. Besides, the sun 
was very hot, and the trees were not high enough 
to afford him any shade. He was worn out with 
hunger and fatigue, and he longed to lie down 
and rest. But to he down in the fierce sun would 
have meant death, and he struggled on, hoping” 
to find some wild berries to eat, and some water 
to quench his thirst. But when he came out of 
the serub-wood, he found he was as badly off as 
before. A long, low line of rocky cliffs rose 
before him, but there were no houses, and he saw 
no hope of finding food. He was so tired that 
he could not wander further, and seeing a cave 
which looked cool and dark in the side of the 
cliffs, he crept into it, and, stretching his tired 
limbs on the sandy floor, fell fast asleep. 

Suddenly he was awakened by a noise that 
made his blood run cold. The roar of a wild 
beast sounded in his ears, and as he started 
trembling and in terror to his feet, he beheld a 
huge, tawny lon, with great glistening white 
teeth, standing in the entrance of the cave. It 
was impossible to fly, for the lion barred the way. 
Immovable with fear, Androclus stood rooted to 
the spot, waiting for the monster to spring on 
him and tear him limb from limb. 

But the lion did not move. Making a low 
moan as if in great pain, it stood licking its huge 
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paw, from which Androclus now saw that blood 
was flowing freely. Seeing the poor animal in 
such pain, and noticing how gentle it seemed, 
Androclus forgot his own terror and slowly 
approached the lion, who held up his paw as if 
asking the man to help it. Then Androclus saw 
that a huge thorn had entered the paw, making 
a deep cut, and causing great pain and swelling. 
Swiftly but firmly he drew the thorn out, and 
pressed the swelling to try to stop the flowing 
blood. Relieved of the pain, the lion quietly lay 
down at Androclus’ feet, slowly moving his great 
bushy tail from side to side as a dog does when 
it feels happy and comfortable. 

From that moment Androclus and the lion 
became devoted friends. After lying for a little 
while at his feet, licking the poor wounded paw, 
the lion got up and limped out of the cave. A 
few minutes later it returned with a little dead 
rabbit in its mouth, which it put down on the 
floor of the cave beside Androclus. The poor 
man, who was starving with hunger, cooked the 
rabbit somehow, and ate it. In the evening, led 
by the lion, he found a place where there was a 
spring, at which he quenched his dreadful thirst. 

And so for three years Androclus and the lion 
lived together in the cave; wandering about the 
woods together by day, sleeping together at 
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night. For in the summer the cave was cooler 
than the woods, and in the winter it was warmer. 

At last the longing in Androclus’ heart to live 
once more with his fellow-men became so great 
that he felt he could remain in the woods no 
longer, but that he must return to a town, and 
take his chance of being caught and killed as a 
runaway slave. And so one morning he left the 
eave, and wandered away in the direction where 
he thought the sea and the large towns lay. But 
in a few days he was captured by a band of 
soldiers, who were patrolling the country in 
search of fugitive slaves, and he was put in 
chains and sent as a prisoner to Rome. 

Here he was east into prison and tried for the 
erime of having run away from his master. He 
was condemned as a punishment to be torn to 
pieces by wild beasts on the first public holiday, 
in the great circus at Rome. 

When the day arrived, Androclus was brought 
out of his prison, dressed in a simple, short tunie, 
and with a searf round his right arm. He was 
given a lance with which to defend himself—a 
forlorn hope—as he knew that he had to fight 
with a powerful lion which had been kept with- 
out food for some days to make it more savage 
and bloodthirsty. As he stepped into the arena 
of the huge circus, above the sound of the voices 
of thousands on thousands of spectators, he 
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could hear the savage roar of the wild beasts 
from their cages below the floor on which he 
stood. Suddenly the silence of expectation fell 
on the spectators, for a signal had been given, 
and the cage containing the lion with which 
Androclus had to fight had been shot up into the 
arena from the floor below. A moment later, 
with a fierce spring and a savage roar, the great 
animal had sprung out of its cage into the arena, 
and with a bound had rushed to the spot where 
Androclus stood trembling. But suddenly, as he 
saw Androclus, the lion stood still, wondering. 
Then, quickly, but quietly it approached him, 
and gently moved its tail and licked the man’s 
hands, and fawned upon him like a great dog. 
And Androclus patted the lion’s head, and gave 
a sob of recognition, for he knew that it was his 
own lion, with whom he had lived and lodged all 
those months and years. 

And seeing this strange and wonderful meet- 
ing between the man and the wild beast, all the 
people marvelled, and the emperor, from his 
high seat above the arena, sent for Androclus, 
and bade him tell his story and explain this 
mystery. And the emperor was so delighted 
with the story, that he said Androclus was to be 
released and to be made a free man from that 
hour. And he rewarded him with money, and 
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ordered that the lion was to belong to him, and 
to accompany him wherever he went. 

And when the people in Rome met Androclus 
walking, followed by his faithful lon, they used 
to point at them and say, “ That is the lion, the 
guest of the man, and that is the man, the 


doctor of the hon.” 
—ANDREW LANG (by permission of the Publishers). 


A CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 


Faintiy as tolls the evening chime 

Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time ; 

Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 

We'll sing at St. Anne’s our parting hymn. 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past. 


Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl ; 
But when the wind blows off the shore 
O sweetly we'll rest our weary oar. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past. 


Utaw’a’s tide! this trembling moon 

Shall see us float over thy surges soon. 

Saint of this green isle! hear our prayers; 

O grant us cool heavens and favoring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near, and the daylight’s past. 


—THOMAS MOORE. 
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A VISIT FROM ST. NICHOLAS. 


"Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the 
house, 

Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse ; 

The stockings were hung by the chimney with care, 

’ In hopes that St. Nicholas would soon be there ; 

The children were nestled all snug in their beds, 

While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads ; 

And mamma in her ’kerchief, and I in my cap, 

Had just settled our brains for a long winter’s nap, 

When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 

I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter. 


Away to the window I flew like a flash, 

Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. 
The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow 
Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below, 
When what to my wondering eyes should appear, 
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer, 
With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 

I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 


More rapid than eagles his coursers they came, 

And he whistled and shouted, and called them by name ; 
“Now Dasher, now Dancer, now Prancer and Vixen, 
On, Comet, on, Cupid, on, Donder and Blitzen, 

To the top of the porch, to the top of the wall, 

Now dash away, dash away, dash away all.” 

As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 

When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky ; 
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, 

With the sleigh full of toys and St. Nicholas too. 
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And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof 

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof. 

As I drew in my head and was turning around, 

Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound. 
He was dressed all in fur from his head to his foot 

And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot ; 
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, 

And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack. 


His eyes, how they twinkled, his dimples, how merry ! 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry, 

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow, 

And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow ; 
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, 

And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath ; 
He had a broad face and a little round belly, 

That shook when he laughed like a bowlful of jelly. 


He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf, 
And I laughed when I saw him in spite of myself ; 
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head, 

Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 

He spoke not a word but went straight to his work, 
And filled all the stockings, then turned with a jerk, 
And laying his finger aside of his nose, 

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rese ; 

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, 
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle. 


But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight, 
“* Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-night.” 


—CLEMENT CLARKE MOORE, 
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THE EAGLE AND THE SWAN. 


Imacine yourself, on a day early in Novem- 
ber, floating slowly down the Mississippi River. 
The near approach of winter brings millions of 
water-fowls on whistling wings from the coun- 
tries of the north, to seek a milder climate in 
which to sojourn for a season. 

The eagle is seen perched on the highest 
branch of the tallest tree by the margin of the 
broad stream. His glistening but pitiless eye 
looks over water and land, and sees objects 
afar off. He listens to every sound that comes 
to his quick ear, glancing now and then to 
the earth beneath, lest the light tread of the 
rabbit may pass unheard. 

His mate is perched on the other side of the 
river, and now and then warns him by a ery 
to continue patient. At this well-known call 
he partly opens his broad wings and answers 
to her voice in tones not unlike the laugh of 
a madman. Ducks and many smaller water- 
fowl are seen passing rapidly towards the 
south; but the eagle heeds them not — they 
are for the time beneath his attention. 

The next moment, however, the wild, trum- 
pet-like sound of a distant swan is heard. 
The eagle suddenly shakes his body, raises his 
wings, and makes ready for flight. A shriek 
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from his mate comes across the stream, for she 
is fully as watchful as he. 

The snow-white bird is now in sight; her 
long neck is stretched forward; her eyes are 
as watchful as those of her enemy; her large 
Wings seem with difficulty to support the weight 
of her body. Nearer and nearer she comes. 
The eagle has marked her for his prey. 

As the swan is about to pass the dreaded 
pair, the eagle starts from his perch with an 
awful scream. He glides through the air like 
a falling star, and, like a flash of lghtning, 
darts upon the timid bird, which now, in agony 
and despair, seeks to escape the grasp of his 
eruel talons. She would plunge into the stream 
did not the eagle force her to remain in the air 
by striking at her from beneath. 

The hope of escape is soon given up by the 
swan. She has already become much weakened. 
She is about to gasp her last breath when the 
eagle strikes with his talons the under side of 
her wing, and forces the dying bird to fall in 
a slanting direction upon the nearest shore. 

Then it is that you may see the cruel spirit 
of this dreaded enemy of the feathered race. 
He presses down his strong feet, and drives his 
claws deeper and deeper into the heart of the 
swan. He screams with delight as he watches 
se a feeble struggles of his prey. 


> 
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The eagle’s mate has watched every move- 
ment that he has made; and, if she did not 
assist him in capturing the swan, it was because 
she felt sure that his power and courage were 
quite sufficient for the deed. She now sails up 
to the spot where he is waiting for her, and 
both together turn the breast of the luckless 
swan upward and gorge themselves with gore. 


—J. J. AUDUBON, 


BRUCE AND THE SPIDER. 


Kine Bruce of Scotland flung himself down in a lonely 
mood to think ; : 

"Tis true he was monarch, and wore a crown, but his heart 
was beginning to sink, 

For he had been trying to do a great deed to make his 
people glad, 

He bad tried and tried, but couldn’t succeed, and so he 
became quite sad. 


He flung himself down in low despair, as grieved as man 
could be ; 

And after a while as he pondered there, ‘I'll give it all 
up,” said he. 

Now just at the moment a spider dropped, with its silken 
cobweb clew, 

And the king in the midst of his thinking stopped to see 


what the spider would do. 


"T'was a long way up to the ceiling dome, and it hung by 


a rope so fine, 

That how it would get to its cobweb home, King Bruce 
could not divine. 

It soon began to cling and crawl straight up with strong 
endeavor, 

But down it came, with a slipping sprawl, as near to the 


ground as ever. 


Up, up it ran, not a second it stayed, to utter the least 
complaint, 

Till it fell still lower, and there it lay, a little dizzy, and 
faint. 


Its head grew steady—again it went, and travelled a half 
yard higher, 
"Twas a delicate thread it had to tread, and a road where 


its feet would tire. 
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Again it fell and swung below, but again it quickly 
mounted, 

Till up and down, now fast, now slow, nine brave attempts 
were counted. 

“Sure,” eried the king, ‘that foolish thing vw Bstrive no 
more to climb, 

When it toils so hard to reach and cling, and tumbles 
every time.” 


But up the insect went once more, ah me, tis an anxious 
minute, : 

He’s only a foot from his cobweb door, oh, say will he lose 
or win it? 

Steadily, steadily, inch by inch, higher and higher he got, 

And a bold little run at the very last pinch, put him into 
his native spot. 


“ Bravo, bravo!” the king cried out, “all honor to those 
who try ; 

The spider up there defied despair, he conquered, and why 
shouldn’t I?” 

And Bruce of Scotland braced his mind, and gossips tell 
the tale, 

That he tried once more as he tried before, and that time 
he did not fail. 


Pay goodly heed, all you who read, and beware of saying, 
“T can't,” 

"Tis a cowardly word, and apt to lead to Idleness, Folly, 
and Want. 

Whenever you find your heart despair of doing some goodly 
thing, 

Con over this strain, try bravely again, and remember the 
Spider and King. 

—ELIZA COOK. 
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SAMUEL L. CLEMENS. 


THE BLUE JAY. 


Saip Jim Baker, “ There’s more to a bluejay 
than to any other creature. He has more 
kinds of feeling than any other creature; and 
mind you, whatever a bluejay feels, he can 
put into words. No common words either, but 
out-and-out book-talk. You never see a jay 
at a loss for a word. 

“You may call a jay a bird. Well, so he is, 
because he has feathers on him. Otherwise he 
is just as human as you are. 

“Yes, sir; ajay is everything that a man is. 
A jay can laugh, a jay can gossip, a jay can 
feel ashamed, just as well as you do, may be 
better. And there’s another thing: in good, 
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clean, out-and-out scolding, a bluejay can beat 
anything alive. 

“Seven years ago the last man about here 
but me moved away. There stands his house— 
a log house with just one big room and no 
more: no ceiling, nothing between the rafters 
and the floor. 

“Well, one Sunday morning I was sitting 
out here in front of my cabin, with my cat, 
taking the sun, when a bluejay flew down on 
that house with an acorn in his mouth. 

“*Fello,’ says he, ‘I reckon here’s some- 
thing.’ When he spoke the acorn fell out of 
his mouth and rolled down the roof. He 
didn’t care; his mind was on the thing he had 
found. 

“Tt was a knot-hole in the roof. He cocked 
his head to one side, shut one eye, and put 
the other to the hole, like a ’possum looking 
down a jug. 

“Then he looked up, gave a wink or two 
with his wings, and says, ‘It looks like a hole, 
it’s placed like a hole—and—if I don’t think it 
is a hole!’ 

“Then he cocked his head down and took 
another look. He looked wp with joy, this 
time winked his wings and his tail both, and 
says, ‘If I ain’t in luck! Why, it’s an elegant 
hole!’ 
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“So he flew down and got that acorn and 
dropped it in, and was tilting his head back 
with a smile when a queer look of surprise 
eame over his face. Then he says, ‘Why, I 
didn’t hear it fall.’ 

“He cocked his eye at the hole again and 
took a long look; rose up and shook his head; 
went to the other side of the hole and took 
another look from that side; shook his head 
again. No use. 

‘So, after thinking awhile, he says, ‘I reckon 
it’s all right. Tl try it, any way.’ 

“So he flew off and brought another acorn 
and dropped it in, and tried to get his eye to 
the hole quick enough to see what became of 
it. He was too late. He got another acorn 
and tried to see where it went, but he couldn’t. 

“He says, ‘Well, I never saw such a hole as 
this before. I reckon it’s a new kind.” Then 
he got angry and walked up and down the 
roof. J never saw a bird take on so. 

“When he got through he looked in the 
hole for half a minute; then he says, ‘Well, 
yowre a long hole, and a deep hole, and a 
queer hole, but I have started to fill you, and 
I'll do it if it takes a hundred years.’ 

“And with that away he went. For two 
hours and a half you never saw a bird work 
so hard. He did not stop to look in any more, 
but just threw acorns in and went for more, 
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“Well, at last he could hardly flap his wings 
he was so tired out. So he bent down for a 
look. He looked up, pale with rage. He 
says, ‘’ve put in enough acorns to keep the 
family thirty years, and I can’t see a sign of 
them.’ 

“Another jay was going by and heard him. 
So he stopped to ask what was the matter. 
Our jay told him the whole story. Then he 
went and looked down the hole and came back 
_ and said, ‘How many tons did you put in 
there?’ 

“Not less than two,’ said our jay. 

“The other jay looked again, but could not 
make it out; so he gave a yell and three more 
jays came. They all talked at once for awhile, 
and then called in more jays. 

“Pretty soon the air was blue with jays, _ 
and every jay put his eye to the hole and told 
what he thought. They looked the house all 
over, too. The door was partly open, and at 
last one old jay happened to look in. There 
lay the acorns all over the floor. 

“He flapped his wings and gave a_ yell, 
‘Come here, everybody! Ha! ha! He’s been 
trying to fill a house with acorns,’ 

“As each jay took a look, the fun of the 
thing struck him, and how he did laugh. And 
for an hour after they roosted on the house- 
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top and trees, and laughed like human beings. 
“Tt isn’t any use to tell me a _ blue-jay 
hasn’t any fun in him. I know better.” 


—SAMUEL LL. CLEMENS (MARK TWAIN). 


TO A SKYLARK. 


ETHEREAL Minstrel! Pilgrim of the sky! 
Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound! 
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye 
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground? 
Thy nest, which thou canst drop into at will, 
Those quivering wings composed, that music still! 


Leave to the nightingale her shady wood: 
A privacy of glorious light is thine; 
Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood 
Of harmony, with instinct more divine: 
Type of the wise who soar, but never roam ; 


True to the kindred points of Heaven and Home. 
—WILLIAM WORDSWORTH, 


THE SKYLARK. 


Birp of the wilderness, 
Blithesome and cumberless, 
‘Sweet be thy matin o’er moorland and lea! 
Emblem of happiness, 
Blest is thy dwelling-place—~ 
Oh, to abide in the desert with thee! 
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Wild is thy lay and loud 
Far in the downy cloud ; 
Love gives it energy, love gave it birth. 
Where on thy dewy wing, 
Where art thou journeying ? 
Thy lay is,in heaven, thy love is on earth. 


Over fell and fountain sheen, 
O’er moor and mountain green, 
O’er the red streamer that heralds the day, 
Over the cloudlet dim, 
Over the rainbow’s rim, 
Musical cherub, soar, singing, away! 


Then, when the gloaming comes, 
Low in the heather blooms, 
Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be! 
mblem of happiness, 
Blest is thy dwelling-place— 
Oh, to abide in the desert with thee ! 


~ JAMES HOGG, 


A FAR DISTANT COUNTRY. 


Onr winter’s evening, as Captain Compass 
was sitting by the fire-side with his children 
all around him, little Jack said to him, “Papa, 
pray tell us some stories about what you have 
seen in your voyages. I have been vastly 
entertained, whilst you were abroad, with Gul- 
liver’s Travels and the Adventures of Sinbad 
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the Sailor; and, I think, as you have gone 
round and round the world, you must have 
met with things as wonderful as they did.” 

‘‘No, my dear,” said the Captain, “I never 
met with Liliputians or Brobdignagians, I 
assure you; nor ever saw the black loadstone 
mountain, or the valley of diamonds; but, to 
be. sure, I have seen a great variety of people, 
and their different manners and ways of 
living; and if it will be any entertainment to 
you, I will tell you some curious particulars of 
what I observed.” 

“Pray do, Papa,” cried Jack, and all his 
brothers and sisters; so they drew close round 
him, and he said as follows: 

“Well, then, I was once, about this time of 
the year, In a country where it was very cold, 
and the poor inhabitants had much ado to keep 
themselves from starving. They were clad 
partly in the skins of beasts, made smooth and 
soft by a particular art, but chiefly in gar- 
ments made from the outer covering of a 
middle sized quadruped, which they were so 
eruel as to strip off his back, while he was 
alive. They dwelt in habitations, part of 
which where sunk under ground. The materials 
were either stones, or earth hardened by fire, 
and so violent in that country, were the 
storms of wind and rain, that many of them 
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eovered their roofs all over with stones. The 
walls of their houses had holes to let in the 
light; but, to prevent the eold air and wet from 
coming in, these openings were covered with a 
sort of transparent stone, made artificially of 
melted sand or flints. As wood was rather 
searee, I know not what they would have done 
for firing, had they not discovered in the bowels 
of the earth a very extraordinary kind of stone, 
which, when put among burning, wood, caught 
fire and flamed like a torch.” 
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“Dear me,” said Jack, “what a wonderful 
stone! I suppose it was somewhat like what 
we call fire-stones, that shine so when we rub 
them together.” 

‘“T don’t think fire-stones would burn,” replied 
the Captain; “besides, the others are of a darker 
color. Well, but their diet too was remarkable. 
Some of them ate fish, that had been hung up 
in the smoke, till it was quite dry and hard; 
and along with it they ate either the roots of 
plants, or a sort of coarse black cake made of 
powdered seeds. These were the poorer class: 
the richer had a white kind of cake, which 
they were fond of daubing over with a greasy 
matter, that was the product of a large animal 
among them. ‘This grease they used, too, in 
almost all their dishes, and, when fresh, it 
really was not unpalatable. They likewise 
devoured the flesh of many birds and beasts, 
when they could get it; and ate the leaves and 
other parts of a variety of vegetables growing 
in the country, some absolutely raw, others 
variously prepared by the aid of fire. Another 
great article of food was the curd of milk, 
pressed into a hard mass and salted. This had 
so rank a smell, that persons of weak stomachs 
often could not bear to come near it. For 
drink they made great use of water, in which 
certain dry leaves had been steeped. These 
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leaves, I was told, came from a great distance. 
They had likewise a method of preparing a 
grass-like plant steeped in water, with the 
addition of a bitter herb, and then set to 
work or ferment. I was prevailed upon to 
taste it, and thought it at first nauseous 
enough, but in time I liked it pretty well. 
When a large quantity of the ingredients is 
used, it becomes perfectly intoxicating. But 
what astonished me most was their use of 
a liquor so excessively hot and pungent that 
it seemed like liquid fire. I once got a mouth- 
ful of it by mistake, taking it for water, 
which it resembles in appearance; but I 
thought it would instantly have taken away 
my breath. Indeed, people are not un- 
frequently killed by it; and yet many of them 
will swallow it greedily whenever they ean get 
it. This, too, is said to be prepared from the 
seeds above mentioned, which are innocent 
and salutary in their natural state, though 
made to yield such a pernicious juice. The 
strangest custom which I believe prevails in 
any nation, I found here; which was, that 
some take a mighty pleasure in filling their 
mouths full of an abominable smoke; and 
others, in thrusting a nasty powder up their 
nostrils.” 

“T should think it would choke them,” said 
Jack. 
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“Tt almost choked me,” answered his father, 
“only to stand by while they did it; but use, 
it is truly said, is second nature. I was glad 
enough to leave this cold climate; and about 
-half a year after, I fell im with a people 
enjoying a delicious temperature of air, and a 
country full of beauty and verdure. The trees 
and shrubs were furnished with a great variety 
of fruits, which, with other vegetable products, 
constituted a large part of the food of the 
inhabitants. I particularly relished certain 
berries growing in bunches, some white and 
some red, of a pleasant sourish taste, and so 
transparent that one might see the seed at 
their very centre. Here were whole fields full 
of extremely odoriferous flowers, which, they 
told me, were succeeded by pods bearing seeds, 
that afforded good nourishment to man and 
beast. A great variety of birds enlivened the 
groves and woods; among which I was enter- 
tained with one, that, without any teaching, 
spoke almost as articulately as a parrot, though 
indeed it was all the repetition of a single 
word. The people were tolerably gentle and 
civilized, and possessed many of the arts of 
life. Their dress was very various. Many 
were clad only in a thin cloth made of the 
long fibres of the stalks of a plant cultivated 
for the purpose, which they prepared by 
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soaking in water, and then beating with large 
mallets. Others wore cloth woven from a sort 
of vegetable wool growing in pods upon 
bushes. But the most singular material was a 
fine glossy stuff, used chiefly by the richer 
classes, which, as I was credibly informed, is 
manufactured out of the webs of caterpillars; 
a most wonderful cireumstance, if we consider 
the immense number of caterpillars necessary 
to the production of so large a quantity of 
stuff as I saw used. These people are very 
fantastic in their dress, especially the women, 
whose apparel consists of a great number of 
articles impossible to be described, and strangely 
disguising the natural form of the body. In 
some instances they seem very cleanly; but in 
others, the Hottentots can scarce go beyond 
them; particularly in the management of their 
hair, which is all matted and stiffened with the 
fat of the swine and other animals, mixed up 
with powders of various colors and ingredients, 
Like most Indian nations, they use feathers 
in the head-dress. One thing surprised me 
much, which was, that they bring up in their 
houses an animal of the tiger kind, with 
formidable teeth and claws, which, notwith- 
standing its natural ferocity, is played with 
and caressed by the most timid and delicate 
of their women.” 
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“T am sure I would not play with it,” said 
Jack. 

“Why, you might chance to get an ugly 
scratch, if you did,” said the Captain. ‘The 
language of this nation seems very harsh and 
unintelligible to a foreigner, yet they converse 
among one another with great ease and quick- 
ness. One of the oddest customs is that which 
men use on saluting each other. Let the 
weather be what it will, they uncover their 
heads, and remain uncovered for some time, if 
they mean to be extraordinarily respectful.” 

“Why, that’s lke pulling off our hats,” said 
Jack. 

“Ah, ha! Papa,” cried Betsy, “I have found 
you out. You have been telling us of our own 
country, and what is done at home, all this 
while.” 

“But,” said Jack, “we don’t burn stones, or 
eat grease and powdered seeds, or wear skins 
and caterpillars’ webs, or play with tigers.” 

“No?” said the Captain; “pray what are 
coals but stones; and is not butter, grease; 
and corn, seeds; and leather, skins; and silk, 
the web of a kind of caterpillar; and may we 
not as well call a cat an animal of the tiger- 
kind, as a tiger an animal of the cat-kind ? 
So, if you recollect what I have been deserib- 
ing, pu will find, with Betsy’s help, that all 
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the other wonderful things I have told you of 
are matters familiar among ourselves. But I 
meant to show you, that a foreigner might 
easily make every thing appear as strange and 
wonderful among us, as we could do with 
respect to his country; and also to make you 
sensible that we daily call a great many things 
by their names without enquiring into their 
nature and properties; so that, in reality, it is 
only the names, and not the things themselves, 
with which we are acquainted. 


—EVENINGS AT HOME, 


WYNKEN, BLYNKEN, AND NOD. 


Wynken, Blynken, and Nod, one night, 
Sailed off in a wooden shoe— 
Sailed on a river of misty light, 
Into a river of dew: 
“ Where are you going, and what do you wish?” 
The old moon asked the three ; 
“We have come to fish for the herring-fish 
That live in this beautiful sea ; 
Nets of silver and gold have we,” 
Said Wynken and Blynken and Nod. 


The old moon laughed and sang a song, 
As they rocked in a wooden shoe— 

And the wind that sped them all night long 
Ruffled the waves of dew : 
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The little stars were the herring-fish 
That lived in that beautiful sea ; 
“ Now cast your nets, wherever you wish— 
But never afeared are we,” 
So cried the stars to the fishermen three, 
Wynken, Blynken, and Nod. 


All night long their nets they threw 
For the fish in the twinkling foam— 
And down from the sky came the wooden shoe, 
Bringing the fishermen home. 
"Twas all so pretty a sail, it seemed 
As if it could not be, 
And some folks thought ’twas a dream they 
dreamed 
Of sailing that beautiful sea ; 
But I shall name you the fishermen three, 


Wynken, Blynken, and Nod. 
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Wynken and Blynken are two little eyes, 
And Nod is a little head, . 
And the wooden shoes that sailed the skies 
Is a wee one’s trundle bed ; 
So shut your eyes while mother sings 
Of wonderful sights that be, 
And you shall see the beautiful things 
As you rock on the misty sea, 
Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen three 
Wynken, Blynken, and Nod. 


—EUGENE FIELD, 


WEATHER PROPHET PLANTS. 


Oncr, when I was a little girl, I ran one 
morning to the garden, and said to the old 
Scotsman who worked there, “To-day I am 
going up the mountain for berries.” 

“No, no, Missey, not to-day,” he said; “it 
will rain.” 

“No, it will not rain,” I said. The sun is 
up. The cook says it will be fair. The glass 
in the hall does not say rain.” 

“Tuts, tuts,” said the old man. “I care for 
no suns, or cooks, or glasses. The pimpernel 
says it will rain, and so it will rain. Flowers, 
Missey, always tell the truth, When they say 
‘rain,’ go, get your umbrella,” 

Sure enough, by noon the rain was pouring 
down. After that, I looked with great respect 
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at the tiny flower, sometimes brick-red, some- 
times blue, which could tell about the weather. 
But the pimpernel is not the only plant that is 
a weather prophet. 

If you go into the garden, and find the 
African marigold shut after seven o’clock in 
the morning, you may be pretty sure that 
there will be a rainy day. 

Did you ever see near the wayside the pretty 
little morning-glory or bind-weed, with its pink 
and white blossoms? Even if it is wide open, 
in the early day, it twists its striped cup close 
together, and droops its head, if a rain cloud 
drifts across the sky. It seems to want to 
shield its stamens and pistil from the wet. 

There is a little single marigold which shuts 
up in a hurry if the sky becomes clouded. 
It is called the “rainy-marigold.” 

Most plants which we call ‘‘ weather pro- 
phets” shut up for rain. But some plants 
open for rain. The cause of the opening and 
closing is probably the difference in light. 
Most likely these plants shut their flowers 
because there is too little lght, not because 
there is too much moisture. 

But you know there are some plants which 
shrink from a strong light, and love the shade. 
You will find that most shade-loving plants, as 
the verbenas, do not close for rain, 
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Lilies, tulips, and other flowers that love the 
sun, shut for rain. The tulip and crocus 
families are among our best weather prophets. 
Just as the gay tulip shuts at evening, when 
the dew begins to fall, so it shuts for a 
shower. 

Tulips are careful not to open their cups 
very wide in the morning, if it is likely to 
rain. The roses make no change; they seem 
not to fear wet. . 

On the whole, you may be pretty sure, if 
you go into your garden, and find many 
flowers—as tulips, marigolds, morning-glories, 
and celandine—shut, it will be a stormy day, 
unfit for picnics or long walks. 


In the elder days of Art, 

Builders wrought with greatest care 
Each minute and unseen part ; 

For the Gods see everywhere. 


Let us do our work as well, 
Both the unseen and the seen ; 

Make the house, where Gods may dwell, 
Beautiful, entire, and clean ; 


Else our lives are incomplete, 
Standing in these walls of Time, 

Broken stairways, where the feet 
Stumble as they seek to climb. 


—Longfellow, 


J ACK-IN-THE-PULPIT. a5) 
JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT. 


J AcK-in-the-Pulpit 
Preaches to-day, 

Under the green trees 
Just over the way. 

Squirrel and song-sparrow, 
High on their perch, 

Hear the sweet lily-bells 
Ringing to church. 


Come, hear what his reverence 
Rises to say, 

In his low, painted pulpit, 
This calm Sabbath-day. 

Fair is the canopy 
Over him seen, 

Pencilled by Nature’s hand 
Black, brown, and green, 

Green is his surplice, 
Green are his bands ; 

In his queer little pulpit 
The little priest stands. 
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In black and gold velvet, 
So gorgeous to see, 
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Comes with his bass voice 
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¥ Unseen on wind-lyres,— 


Low singing bird-voices,— 


These are his choirs, 


56 J ACK-IN-THE-PULPIT. 


The violets are deacons; I know by their sign 
That the cups which they carry are purple with wine. 
And the columbines bravely as sentinels stand 
On the look-out, with all their red trumpets in hand, 


Meek-faced anemones drooping and sad ; 

Great yellow violets smiling out glad ; 

Buttercups’ faces beaming and bright ; 

Clovers, with bonnets—some red and some white ; 
Daisies, their white fingers half-clasped in prayer ; 
Dandelions proud of the gold of their hair ; 
Innocents, children guileless and frail, 

Meek little faces upturned and pale ; 

Wild-wood geraniums, all in their best, 

Languidly leaning in purple gauze dressed ;— 

All are assembled this sweet Sabbath day 

To hear what the priest in his pulpit will say. 


Look! white Indian pipes on the green mosses lie! 
Who has been smoking profanely so nigh? 

Rebuked by the preacher the mischief is stopped, 

And the sinners, in haste, have their little pipes dropped. 
Let the wind, with the fragrance of fern and black-birch, 
Blow the smell of the smoking clean out of the church! 


So much for the preacher: the sermon comes next ;— 
Shall we tell how he preached it, and what was his text? 
Alas! like too many grown-up folk who play 

At worship in churches man-builded to-day— 

We heard not the preacher expound or discuss ; 


But we looked at the people and they looked at us; 
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We saw all their dresses, their colors and shapes, 
The trim of their bonnets, the cut of their capes; 
We heard the wind-organ, the bee and the bird, 
But of Jack-in-the-Pulpit we heard not a word! 


—JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER, 


TO THE FRINGED GENTIAN. 


Txou blossom, bright with autumn dew, 
And colored with the heavens’ own blue, 
That openest when the quiet light 
Succeeds the keen and frosty night: 


Thou comest not, when violets lean 

O’er wandering brooks and springs unseen, 
Or columbines, in purple dressed, 

Nod o’er the ground-bird’s hidden nest. 


Thou waitest late and com’st alone, 

When wovds are bare, and birds are flown, 
And frosts and shortening days portend 
The aged Year is near his end; 


Then doth thy sweet and quiet eye 
Look through its fringes to the sky ; 
Blue—blue, as if that sky let fall 

A flower from its cerulean wall. 


—WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT, 
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THe Ivy GREEN. 


THINGS BEAUTIFUL. 


BeEavutiFut lives are those that bless— 
Silent rivers of happiness, 
Whose hidden fountains but few may guess, 


Beautiful twilight at set of sun; 
Beautiful goal, with race well won; 
Beautiful rest, with work well done. 


Beautiful graves where grasses creep, 
Where brown leaves fall, where drifts lie deep 


Over worn-out hands—O beautiful sleep. 
—ANON, 


THE IVY GREEN. 


On, a dainty plant is the Ivy Green, 
That creepeth o’er ruins old! 
Of right choice food are his meals, I ween, 
In his cell so lone and cold. 
The wall must be crumbled, the stone decayed, 
To pleasure his dainty whim; 
And the mouldering dust that years have made 
Is a merry meal for him. 
Creeping where no life is seen, 
A rare old plant is the Ivy Green. 


Fast he stealeth on though he wears no wings, 
And a staunch old heart has he; 

How closely he twineth, how tight he clings 
To his friend, the huge Oak-tree ! 

And slyly he traileth along the ground, 
And his leaves he gently waves, 
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As he joyously hugs, and crawleth around, 
The rich mould of dead men’s graves. 
Creeping where grim death has been, 
A rare old plant is the Ivy Green. 


Whole ages have fled, and their works decayed, 
And nations have scattered been, 
But the stout old Ivy shall never fade 
From its hale and hearty green. 
The brave old plant in its lonely days 
Shall fatten upon the past, 
For the stateliest building man can raise 
Is the Ivy’s food at last. 
Creeping on where time has been, 
A rare old plant is the Ivy Green. 


—CHARLES DICKENS, 


THE LITTLE POST BOY. 


In my travels about the world, I have made 
the acquaintance of a great many children, and 
I might tell you many things about their dress, 
their speech, and their habits of life, in the 
different countries I have visited. I presume, 
however, that you would rather hear me 
relate some of my adventures in which children 
participated, so that the story and the infor- 
mation shall be given together. 

This one shall be the story of my adventure 
with a little post-boy, in the northern part of 
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Sweden. Very few foreigners travel in Sweden 
in the winter, on account of the intense cold. 

I made my journey in the winter because I 
was on my way to Lapland, where it is easier 
to travel when the swamps and rivers are 
frozen, and the reindeer sleds can fly along 
over the smooth snow. It was very cold 
indeed, the greater part of the time; the days 
were short and dark, and if I had not found 
the people so kind, so cheerful, and so honest, 
I should have felt inclined to turn back more 
than once. 

But I do not think there are better people 
in the world than those who live in Norrland, 
which is a Swedish province, commencing 
about two hundred miles north of Stockholm. 

They are a tall, strong race, with yellow hair 
and bright blue eyes, and the handsomest teeth 
I ever saw. They live plainly, but very com- 
fortably, in snug wooden houses, with double 
windows and doors to keep out the cold. 

Here there are neither railroads nor stages, 
but the government has established post- 
stations at distances varying from ten to 
twenty miles. At each station a number of 
horses are kept, but generally the traveler 
has his own sled, and simply hires the horses 
from one station to another. 

I had my own little sled, filled with hay and 
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covered with. reindeer skins to keep me warm. 
So long as the weather was not too cold, it 
was very pleasant to speed along through the 
dark forests, over the frozen rivers, or past 
farm after farm in the sheltered valleys, up 
hill and down, until long after the stars came 
out, and then get a warm supper in some 
dark-red post cottage, while the cheerful people 
sang or told stories around the fire. 

At first the thermometer fell to zero; then 
it went down ten degrees below; then twenty, 
and finally thirty. Being dressed in thick furs 
from head to foot, I did not suffer greatly; 
but I was very glad when the people assured 
me that such extreme cold never lasted more 
than two or three days. 

Boys of twelve or fourteen very often went 
with me to bring back their fathers’ horses, 
and so long as those lively, red-cheeked fellows 
could face the weather, it would not do for 
me to be afraid. 

One night there was a wonderful aurora in 
the sky. The streamers of red and blue light 
darted hither and thither, chasing each other 
up to the zenith and down again to the north- 
ern: horizon, with a rapidity and a brilliance 
which I had never seen before. “There will 
be a storm soon,” said my post-boy; “one 
always comes after these lights.” 
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Next morning the sky was overcast, and the 
short day was as dark as our twilight. But it 
was not quite so cold, and I traveled onward 
as fast as possible. There was a long tract of 
wide and thinly settled country before me, and 
I wished to get through it before stopping for 
the night. At seven o’clock in the evening I 
had still one more station of three Swedish 
miles before reaching the village where I 
intended to spend the night. Now, a Swedish 
mile is nearly equal to seven English miles, so 
that this station was at least twenty miles long. 

I decided to take supper while the horse 
was eating his feed. They had not expected 
any more travelers at the station and were 
not prepared. The keeper had gone on with 
two lumber merchants; but his wife—a friendly, 
rosy-faced woman—prepared me some excellent 
coffee, potatoes, and stewed reindeer meat, upon 
which I made a very good meal. ‘ 

I did not feel inclined to go forth into the 
wintry storm, but, having set my mind on 
reaching the village that night, I was loath to 
turn back. 

“Tt is a bad night,” said the woman, “and 
my husband will certainly stay at Umea until 
morning. Lars will take you, and they can 
come back together.” 

“Who is Lars?” I asked. 
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“My son,” said she. “He is getting the 
horse ready. There is nobody else about the 
house to-night.” 

Just then the door opened, and in came 
Lars. He was about twelve years old; but his 
face was so rosy, his eyes so clear and round 
and blue, and his golden hair was blown back 
from his face in such silky curls, that he 
appeared to be even younger. I was surprised 
that his mother should be willing to send him 
twenty miles through the dark woods on such 
a night. 

“Come here, Lars,” I said. Then I took him 
by the hand, and asked, “Are you not afraid 
to go so far to-night?” 

He looked at me with wondering eyes and 
smiled; and his mother made haste to say: 
“You need have no fear, sir. Lars is young; 
but he’ll take you safe enough. If the storm 
don’t get worse, youll be at Umea by eleven 
o’clock.” 

While I was deliberating with myself the 
boy had put on his overcoat of sheepskin, tied 
the lappets of his fur cap under his chin, and 
a thick woolen scarf around his nose and 
mouth, so that only the round blue eyes were 
visible; and then his mother took down the 
mittens of hare’s fur from the stove, where 
they had been hung to dry. He put them on, 
took a short leather whip, and was ready. 
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I wrapped myself in my furs, and we went 
out together. The driving snow cut me in 
the face like needles, but Lars did not mind it 
in the least. He jumped into the sled, which 
he had filled with fresh, soft hay, tucked in 
the reindeer skins at the sides, and we 
cuddled together on the narrow seat, making 
everything close and warm before we set out. 
I could not see at all. 

The night was dark, the snow blew inces- 
santly, and the dark fir-trees roared all around 
us. Lars, however, knew the way, and some- 
how or other we kept the beaten track. He 
talked to the horse so constantly and so 
cheerfully that after awhile my own. spirits 
began to rise, and the way seemed neither so 
long nor so disagreeable. 
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“Ho there, Axel!” he would say. ‘ Keep 
the road,—not too far to the left. Well 
done. Here’s a level: now trot a bit.” 

So we went on,—sometimes up hill, some- 
times down hill—for a long time, as_ it 
seemed. I began to grow chilly, and even 
Lars handed me the reins, while he swung 
and beat his arms to keep the blood in 
circulation. He no longer sang little songs 
and fragments of hymns, as when we first set 
out; but he was not in the least alarmed or 
even impatient. Whenever I asked (as I did 
about every five minutes), “Are we nearly 
there?” he always answered, “A little farther.” 

Suddenly the wind seemed to increase. 

“Ah,” said he, “now I know where we are: 
it?s one mile more.” But one mile, you must 
remember, meant seven. 

Lars checked the horse and peered anxiously 
from side to side in the darkness. I looked 
also, but could see nothing. 

“What is the matter?” I finally asked. 

“We have got past the hills on the left,” he 
said. “The country is open to the wind, and 
here the snow drifts worse than anywhere else 
on the road. If there have been no ploughs 
out to-night we’ll have trouble.” 

In less than a quarter of an hour we could 


see that the horse was sinking in the deep 
5 
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snow. He plunged bravely forward, but made 
scarcely any headway, and presently became 
so exhausted that he stood quite still. Lars 
and I arose from the seat and looked around. 
For my part, I saw nothing except some very 
indistinct shapes of trees; there was no sign of 
an opening through them. In a few minutes 
the horse started again, and with great labor 
earried us a few yards farther. 

“Shall we get out and try to find the road?” 
said I. : 

“Tt’s no use,” Lars answered. “In these new 
drifts we would sink to the waist. Wait a 
little and we shall get through this one.” 

It was as he said. Another pull brought us 
through the deep part of the drift, and we 
reached a place where the snow was quite 
shallow. But it was not the hard, smooth 
surface of the road: we could feel that. the 
ground was uneven and covered with roots and 
bushes. 

Bidding Axel stand still, Lars jumped out of 
the sled and began wading around among the 
trees. Then I got out on the other side, but 
had not proceeded ten steps before I began to 
sink so deeply into the loose snow that I was 
glad to extricate myself and return. It was a 
desperate situation, and I wondered how we 
should ever get out of it. 
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I shouted to Lars, in order to guide him, 
and it was not long before he also came back 
to the sled. ‘If I knew where the road is,” 
said he, “I could get into it again. But I 
don’t know; and I think we must stay here 
all night.” 

“We shall freeze to death in an hour!” I 
eried. I was already chilled to the bone. 
The wind had made me very drowsy, and I 
knew that if I slept I should soon be frozen. 

“Oh, no!” exclaimed Lars, cheerfully. “I 
am a Norrlander, and Norrlanders never freeze. 
I went with the men to the bear hunt last 
winter up on the mountains, and we were 
several nights in the snow. Besides, I know 
what my father did with a gentleman from 
Stockholm on this very road, and we'll do it 
to-night.” 

“What was it?” 

“Tet me take care of Axel first,” said 
Lars. “We can spare him some hay and one 
reindeer skin.” 

Jt was a slow task to unharness the horse 
but we did it at last. Lars then led him 
under a fir-tree, and tied him to a branch, 
gave him some hay, and fastened the rein- 
deer skin upon his back. 

When this was done, Lars spread the 
remaining hay evenly over the bottom of 
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the sled and covered it with the skins, which 
he tucked in very firmly on the side towards 
the wind. Then, lifting them on the other 
side, he said: “Now take off your fur coat, 
quick, lay it over the hay and then creep 
under it.” 

I obeyed as rapidly as possible. For an 
instant I ‘shuddered in the icy air; but the 
next moment I lay stretched in the bottom of 
the sled, sheltered from the storm. I held up 
the ends of the reindeer skins while Lars 
took off his coat and crept in beside me. 
Then we drew the skins down and _ pressed 
the hay against them. 

When the wind seemed to be entirely 
excluded, Lars said we must pull off our 
boots, untie our scarfs, and so loosen our 
clothes that they would not feel tight upon 
any part of the body. When this was done, 
and we lay close together, warming each 
other, I found that the chill gradually passed 
out of my blood. 

A delightful feeling of comfort crept over 
me, and I lay as snugly as in the best bed. 
I was surprised to find that, although my 
head was covered, I did not feel stifled. 
Enough air came in under the skins to 
prevent us from feeling oppressed. 

There was barely room for the two of us 
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to le, with no chance of turning over or 
rolling about. In five minutes, I think, we 
were asleep, and I dreamed of gathering 
peaches on a warm August day at home. 
In fact, I did not wake up thoroughly during 
the night; neither did Lars, though it seemed 
to me that we both talked in our sleep. 

Just as I was beginning to feel a little 
eramped and stiff from lying so still, I was 
suddenly aroused by the cold wind on my 
face. Lars had risen upon his elbow and was 
peeping out from under the skins. 

“T think it must be near six o’clock,” he 
said. “The sky is clear, and I can see the 
big star. We ean start in another hour.” 

I felt so much refreshed that I was for 
setting out immediately; but Lars remarked 
very sensibly, that it was not yet possible to 
find the road. While we were talking Axel 
neighed. 

“There they are!” cried Lars, and immedi- 
ately began to put on his boots, his searf and 
heavy coat. I did the same, and by the time 
we were ready we heard shouts and the erack 
of whips. We harnessed Axel to the sled, and 
proceeded slowly in the direction of the sounds, 
which came, as we presently saw, from a com- 
pany of farmers, out thus early to plough the 
road. 
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After they had passed we sped along merrily 
in the cold, morning twilight, and in little 
more than an hour reached the post-house. 


—BAYARD TAYLOR, 


THE LAPLANDER. 


Wiru blue cold nose, and wrinkled brow, 


Traveler, whence comest thou ? 

From Lapland’s woods, and hills of frost, 
By the rapid reindeer crost ; 

Where tapering grows the gloomy fir, 
And the stunted juniper ; 

Where the wild hare and the crow 
Whiten in surrounding snow ; 

Where the shivering huntsmen tear 

Their fur coats from the grim white bear ; 
Where the wolf and northern fox 
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Prowl among the lonely rocks, 

And tardy suns to deserts drear, 
Give days and nights of half a year ; 
From icy oceans, where the whales 
Toss in foam their lashing tails ; 
Where the snorting sea-horse shows 
His ivory teeth in grinning rows ; 
Where, tumbling in their seal-skin coat, 
Fearless, the hungry fishers float, 
And, from teeming seas, supply 

The food their niggard plains deny. 


EXCELSIOR. 


THe shades of night were falling fast, 

As through an Alpine village passed 

A youth, who bore, ’mid snow and ice, 

A banner with the strange device, 
Excelsior ! 


His brow was sad ; his eye beneath, 

Flashed like a falchion from its sheath, 

And like a silver clarion rung 

The accents of that unknown tongue, 
Excelsior ! 


In happy homes he saw the light 

Of household fires gleam warm and bright ; 

Above, the spectral glaciers shone, 

And from his lips escaped a groan, 
Excelsior ! 
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“Try not the pass!” the old man said ; 
‘“‘ Dark lowers the tempest overhead, 
The roaring torrent is deep and wide!” 
And loud the clarion voice replied, 

- Excelsior ! 


“O stay,” the maiden said, ‘and rest 

Thy weary head upon this breast !” 

A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 

But still he answered with a sigh, 
Excelsior ! 


‘* Beware the pine-tree’s withered branch ! 

Beware the awful avalanche !” 

This was the peasant’s last good-night, 

A voice replied, far up the height, 
Excelsior ! 


At break of day, as heavenward 

The pious monks of Saint Bernard 

Uttered the oft-repeated prayer, 

A voice cried through the startled air, 
Excelsior ! 


A traveller, by the faithful hound, 

Half-buried in the snow was found, 

Still grasping in his hand of ice 

That banner with the strange device, 
Excelsior ! 


There in the twilight cold and gray, 

Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay, 

And from the sky, serene and far, 

A voice fell like a falling star, 
Excelsior ! 


—HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 
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SELF-DENIAL. 


THr clock had just struck nine, and Harry 
recollected, that his mother had desired them 
not to sit up a moment after the clock struck. 
He reminded his elder brother of this order. 

“Never mind,” said Frank, “here is a 
famous fire, and I shall stay and enjoy it.” 

“Yes,” said Harry, ‘here is a famous fire, 
and I should like to stay and enjoy it; but 
that would not be self-denial, would it, 
Frank ? ” 

“Nonsense,” said Frank, “I shall not stir 
yet, I promise you.” 

“Then, good night to you,” said Harry. 

Six o’clock was the time at which the 
brothers were expected to rise. When it 
struck six the next morning, Harry started up; 
but the air felt so frosty, that he had a strong 
inclination to lie down again. “Buf no,” 
thought he, “here is a fine opportunity for 
self-denial;” and up he jumped without 
farther hesitation. | 

“rank, Frank,” said he to his sleeping 
brother, “past six o’clock, and a fine star-light 
morning!” 

“Let me alone!” eried Frank, in a cross, 
drowsy voice. 

“Very well, then, a pleasant nap to you,” 
said Harry, and down he ran as gay as the 
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lark. After finishing his Latin exercise, he 
had time to take a pleasant walk before 
breakfast; so that he came in fresh and rosy, 
with a good appetite, and, what was still 
better, in a good humor. But poor Frank, 
who had just tumbled out of bed when the 
bell rang for prayer, came down looking pale 
and cross and cold and discontented. Harry, 
who had some sly drollery of his own, was 
just beginning to rally him on his forlorn 
appearance, when he recollected his resolution: 
“Frank does not like to be laughed at, 
especially when he is cross,” thought he; so 
he suppressed his joke; and it requires some 
self-denial even to suppress a joke. 

During breakfast his father promised that, 
if the weather continued fine, Harry should 
ride out with him before dinner on the gray 
pony. Harry was much delighted with this 
proposal; and the thought of it occurred to 
him very often during the business of the 
morning. The sun shone cheerily in at the 
parlor windows, and seemed to promise fair 
for a fine day. About noon, however, it 
became rather cloudy, and Harry was some- 
what startled to perceive a few large drops 
upon the flag-stones in the court. He 
equipped himself, nevertheless, in his great 
coat at the time appointed, and stood playing 
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with his whip in the hall, waiting to see 
the horses led out. His mother, now passing 
by, said, “My dear boy, I am afraid there 
can be no riding this morning; do you see 
that the stones are quite wet?” 

“Dear mother,” said Harry, “you surely do 
not imagine that I am afraid of a few drops 
of rain; besides, it will be no more than a 
shower at any rate.” Just then his father 
came in, who looked first at the clouds, then 
at the barometer, and then at Harry, and 
shook his head. 

“You intend to go, papa, don’t you?” said 
Harry. 

“I must go, I have business to do; but I 
believe, Harry, it will be better for you to 
stay at home this morning,” said the father. 

“But, Sir,” repeated Harry, “do you think 
it possible, now, that this little sprinkling of 
rain should do me the least harm in the 
world, with my great coat and all?” 

“Yes, Harry,” said his father, “I do think 
that even this sprinkling of ‘rain may do you 
harm, as you have not been quite well; I 
think, too, it will be more than a sprinkling. 
But you shall decide on this oeeasion for 
yourself; I know you have some self-com- 
mand, I shall only tell you, that your going 
this morning would make your mother uneasy, 
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and that we both think it improper; now 
determine.” Harry again looked at the clouds, 
at the stones, at his boots, and last of all at his 
kind mother, and then he recollected himself. 
“This,” thought he, “is the best opportunity 
for self-denial, that I have had to-day;” and 
he immediately ran to tell Roger, that he need 
not saddle the gray pony. 

“T should lke another, I think, mother,” 
said Frank, that day at dinner, just as he had 
dispatched a large hemisphere of mince pie. 

“Any more for you, my dear Harry?” said 
his mother. 

“Tf you please; no, thank you, though,” said 
Harry, withdrawing his plate; “for,” thought 
he, “I have had enough, and more than 
enough, to satisfy my hunger; and now is the 
time for self-denial.” 

“Brother Harry,” said his little sister after 
dinner, ‘“‘when will you show me how to do 
that pretty puzzle you said you would show 
me.a long time ago?” 

“T am busy, now, child,” said Harry, ‘‘ don’t 
tease me now, there’s a good girl.” She said 
no more, but looked disappointed, and_ still 
hung upon her brother’s chair. 

“Come, then,” said he, suddenly recollecting 
himself, “bring me your puzzle,” and laying 
down his book, he very good-naturedly showed 
his little sister how to place it. 
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That night, when the two boys were going 
to bed, Harry called to mind with some com- 
placency the several instances in which, in 
the -course of the day, he had exercised self- 
denial, and he was on the very point of com- 
municating them to his brother Frank. “ But 
no,” thought he, “this is another opportunity 
still for self-denial; I will not say a word 
about it; besides, to boast of it would spoil 
all.” So Harry lay down quietly, making the 
following sage reflections: “This has been a 
pleasant day to me, although I have had one 
great disappointment, and done several things 
against my will. I find that self-denial is 
painful for a moment, but very agreeable in 
the end; and, if I proceed on this plan every 
day, I shall stand a good chance of leading a 
happy life.” 


—JANE TAYLOR. 


AN INCIDENT AT RATISBON,. 


You know, we French stormed Ratisbon : 
A mile or so away, 

On a little mound, Napoleon 
Stood on our storming day ; 

With neck out-thrust, you fancy how, 
Legs wide, arms locked behind, 

As if to balance the prone brow 
Oppressive with its mind. 
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Just as perhaps he mused, “ My plans 
That soar, to earth may fall, 
Let once my army-leader, Lannes, 


Waver at yonder wall,”— 

Out ’twixt the battery-smokes there flew 
A rider, bound on bound 

Full galloping ; nor bridle drew 


Until he reached the mound. 


Then off there flung in smiling joy, 
And held himself erect 

By just his horse’s mane, a boy: 
You hardly could suspect,— 

(So tight he kept his lips compressed, 
Scarce any blood came through,) 

You looked twice ere you saw his breast 
Was all but shot in two. } 
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We've got you Ratisbon ! 
The Marshal’s in the market-place, 
And you'll be there anon 
To see your flag-bird flap his vans 
Where I, to heart’s desire, 
Perched him!” The chief’s eye flashed ; his plans 
Soared up again like fire. 


The chief’s eye flashed ; but presently 
Softened itself, as sheathes 

A film the mother-eagle’s eye 
When her bruised eaglet breathes : 

You're wounded!” ‘ Nay,” his soldier’s pride 
Touched to the quick, he said: 

*“T’m killed, Sire!” And, his chief beside, 
Smiling, the boy fell dead. 


—ROBERT BROWNING. 


A Psat oF LIFE. 
“ Well,” cried he, “Emperor, by God’s grace | 
, 
| 


A PSALM OF LIFE. 


TELL me not, in mournful numbers, 
“Life is but an empty dream !” 
For the soul is dead that slumbers, 


And things are not what they seem, 


Life is real! Life is earnest ! 
And the grave is not its goal ; 
“Dust thou art, to dust returnest,” 
Was not spoken of the soul. 


A Psatm or LIFES. 


Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 
Is our destined end or way ; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 
Find us farther than to-day. 


Art is long, and Time is fleeting, 

And our hearts, though stout and brave, 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
‘ Funeral marches to the grave. 


In the world’s broad field of battle, 
In the bivouac of Life, 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle! 


Be a hero in the strife ! 


Trust no future, howe’er pleasant ! 
Let the dead Past bury its dead! 

Act,—act in the living Present ! 
Heart within, and God o’erhead! 


Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time: 


Footprints, that perhaps another, 
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, 

A forlorn and ship-wrecked brother, 
Seeing, shall take heart again. 


Let us, then, be up and doing, 
With a heart for any fate ; 

Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Learn to labor and to wait. 


6 -—HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 
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MAKING MAPLE SUGAR. 


I TarnkK there is no part of farming which 
the boy enjoys more than the making of 
maple-sugar. It is better than blackberrying, 
and nearly as good as fishing; and one reason 
why he likes this work is, that somebody else 
does the most of it. It is a sort of work in 
which he can appear to be very active, and 
yet not do much. 

In my day, maple-sugar making used to be 
something between picnicking and being ship- 
wrecked on a fertile island, where one should 
save from the wreck, tubs, and augers, and 
great kettles, and pork, and hens’ eggs, and 
rye-and-Indian bread, and begin at once to 
lead the sweetest life in the world. 

I am told that it is something different 
now-a-days, and that there is more desire to 
save the sap, and make good pure sugar, and 
sell it for a large price, than there used to 
be; and that the old fun and picturesqueness 
of the business are pretty much gone. I am 
told that it is the custom to carefully collect 
the sap and bring it to the house, where are 
built brick arches, over which the sap is 
evaporated in shallow pans; and that care is 
taken to keep the leaves, sticks, ashes, and 


Maxkina Marie SuGar. 83 


eoals out of it, and that the sugar is clarified; 
that, in short, it is a money-making business, 
in which there is very little fun; and that 
the boy is not allowed to dip his paddle into 
the kettle of boilmg sugar and lick off the 
delicious syrup. The prohibition may improve 
the sugar, but not the sport of the boy. 

As I remember the farmer boy (and I am 
very intimate with one) he used to be on the 
qu vive in the spring for the sap to begin 
running. I think he discovered it as soon as 
anybody. Perhaps he knew it by a feeling of 
something starting in his own veins,—a sort 
of spring stir in his legs and arms, which 
tempted him to stand on his head, or throw 
a hand-spring, if he could find a spot of 
ground from which the snow had melted. 

The sap stirs early in the legs of a country 
boy, and shows itself in uneasiness in the 
toes, which get tired of boots, and want to 
come out and touch the soil just as soon as 
the sun has warmed it a little. The country 
boy goes bare-foot just as naturally as the 
trees burst their buds in spring. Perhaps the 
boy has been out digging into the maple 
trees with his jack-knife; at any rate, he comes 
running into the house in a state of great 
excitement—as if he had heard a hen ecackle 
in the barn—with, “ Sap’s runnin’!” 
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Then, indeed, the stir and excitement begin. 
The sap-buckets, which have been stored in 
the garret over the wood-house, are brought 
down and set out on the south side of the 
house and scalded. The snow is still a foot 
or two feet deep in the woods, and the ox-sled 
is taken out to make a road to the sugar- 
‘amp, and the campaign begins. The boy is 
everywhere present, superintending everything, 
asking questions, and filled with a desire to 
help on the excitement. 

It is a great day when the sled is loaded 
with the buckets, and the procession starts for 
the woods. The sun shines almost unob- 
structedly into the forest, for there are only 
naked branches to bar it; the snow is 
beginning to sink down, leaving the young 
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bushes spindling up everywhere; the snow- 
birds are twittering about, and the noise of 
shouting, and the blows of the ax, echo far 
and wide. 

This is spring, and the boy can hardly 
contam his delight that his out-door life is 
about to begin again. In the first place, the 
men go about and tap the trees, drive in the 
spouts, and put the buckets under. The boy 
watches all these operations with the greatest 
interest. He wishes that sometimes, when a 
hole is bored in a tree, the sap would spout 
out in a stream, as it does when a cider barrel 
is tapped; but it never does; it only drops; 
sometimes almost in a stream, but, on the 
whole, slowly; and the boy learns that the 
sweet things of the world do not usually come 
otherwise than drop by drop. 

Then the camp is to be cleared of snow. 
The shanty is re-covered with boughs. In 
front of it two enormous logs are rolled nearly 
together, and a fire is built between them. 
Upright posts with crotches at the top are set, 
one at each end, and a long pole is laid on 
them, and on this are hung the great cauldron 
kettles. The huge hogsheads are turned right 
side up and cleaned out, to receive the sap 
that is gathered. And now, if there is a good 
“sap run,” the establishment is under full 


headway. 
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The great fire that is kindled in the sugar- 
camp is not allowed to go out, night or day, 
so long as the sugar season lasts. Somebody 
is always cutting wood to feed it; somebody 
is busy most of the time gathering in the sap; 
somebody is required to fill the kettles and see 
that the sap does not boil over. It is not the 
boy, however; he is too busy with things in 
general to be of any use in details. He has 
his own little sap-yoke and small pails, with 
which he gathers the sweet liquid. He has a 
little boiling-place of his own, with small logs 
and a tiny kettle. 

In the great kettles, the boiling goes on 
slowly, and the liquid, as it thickens, is dipped 
from one to another, until in the end-kettle 
it is reduced to syrup, and + taken out to 
cool and settle, until enough is made to “sugar 
off.” To “sugar off” is to boil the syrup till 
it is thick enough to erystallize into sugar. 
This is the grand event, and is only done 
once in two or three days. 

But the boy’s desire is to “sugar off” per- 
petually. He boils his syrup down as rapidly 
as possible; he is not particular about chips, 
scum, or ashes; he is apt to burn his sugar; 
but if he ean get enough to make a little wax 
on the snow, or to scrape from the bottom of 
the kettle with his wooden paddle, he is happy. 
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A great deal is wasted on his hands and the 
outside of his face and on his clothes; but he 
does not care; he is not stingy. 

To watch the operations of the big fire gives 
him constant pleasure. Sometimes he is left to 
watch the boiling kettles. He has a piece 
of pork tied on the end of a stick, which he 
dips into the boiling mass when it threatens 
to go over. He is constantly tasting the sap 
to see if it is not almost syrup. He has a 
long round stick, whittled smooth at one end, 
which he uses for this purpose, at the 
constant risk of burning his tongue. The 
smoke blows in his face; he is grimy with 
ashes; he is altogether such a mass of dirt, 
stickiness, and sweetness, that his own mother 
wouldn’t know him. He likes, with the hired 
man, to boil eggs in the hot sap; he likes 
to roast potatoes in the ashes; and he would 
live in the camp day and night if he were 
permitted. 

Some of the hired men sleep in the shanty 
and keep the fire blazing all night. To sleep 
there with them, and awake in the night and 
hear the wind in the trees, and see the sparks 
fly up to the sky, is a perfect realization of 
all the adventures he has ever read. He 
tells the other boys, afterwards, that he heard 
something in the night that sounded very 
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much like a bear. The hired man says that 
he was very much seared by the hooting of 
an owl. 

The great occasions for the boy, though, are 
the times of “sugaring off.” Sometimes this 
used to be done in the evening, and it was 
made the excuse for a frolic in the camp. 
The neighbors were invited, and sometimes 
even the pretty girls from the village, who 
filled all the woods with their sweet voices 
and merry laughter and little affectations of 
fright. The white snow still lies on all the 
ground except the warm spot about the camp. 
The tree branches all show distinctly in the 
light of the fire, which sends its ruddy glare 
far into the darkness, and lights up the bough 
shanty, the hogsheads, the buckets on the 
trees, and the group about the boiling kettles, 
until the scene is like something taken out 
of a fairy play. . 

At these sugar parties every one was 
expected to eat as much sugar as_ possible, 
and those who are practised in it ean eat a 
great deal. It is a peculiarity about eating 
warm maple sugar that, though you may eat 
so much of it one day as to be sick, you will 
want it the next day more than ever. 

At the “sugaring off” they used to pour the 
hot sugar upon the snow, where it congealed 
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into a sort of wax, which I do suppose is 
the most delicious substance that was ever 
invented. And it takes a great while to eat 
it. If one should close his teeth firmly on a 
ball of it he would be unable to open his 
mouth until it dissolved. The sensation while 
it is melting is very pleasant, but one cannot 
converse. 

The boy used to make a big lump of it and 
give it to the dog, who seized it and closed his 
jaws on it, as dogs will on anything. It was 
funny the next moment to see the expression 
of perfect surprise on the dog’s face when he 
found that he could not open his jaws. He 
shook his head; he sat down in despair; he 
ran round in a circle; he dashed into the 
woods and back again. He did everything 
except climb a tree and howl. It would have 
been such a relief to him if he could have 
howled; but that was the one thing he could 
not do. 


—CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER, 


He prayeth well who loveth well 
Both man, and bird, and beast. 

He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things, both great and small ; 

For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all. 


—S. T. COLERIDGE: Ancient Mariner. 
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THE FARMER AND THE FOX. 


A Farmer, whose poultry-yard had suffered 
severely from the foxes, sueceeded at last in 
eatching one in a trap. 

“Ah, you rascal!” said he, as he saw him 
struggling, “I'll teach you to steal my fat geese. 
You shall hang on the tree yonder, and your 
brothers shall see what comes of thieving.” 

The Farmer was twisting a halter to do what 
he had threatened, when the Fox, whose tongue 
had helped him in hard pinches before, thought 
there could be no harm in trying if it might not 
do him one more good turn. 
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“You will hang me,” he said, “to frighten my 
brother foxes. On the word of a fox they won’t 
care arabbit-skin for it; they’ll come and look at 
me, but you may depend upon it, they will dine 
at your expense before they go home again!” 

“Then I shall hang you for yourself, as a 
rogue and a rascal,” said the Farmer. 

“JT am only what Nature, or whatever you 
eall the thing, chose to make me,” the Fox 
answered ; “I didn’t make myself.” 

“You stole my geese,” said the man. 

“Why did Nature make me like geese, then?” 
said the Fox. “ Live and let live; give me my 
share and I won’t touch yours; but you keep 
them all to yourself.” 

“T don’t understand your fine talk,” answered 
the Farmer; “but I know that you are a thief, 
and that you deserve to be hanged.” 

His head is too thick to let me catch him so, 
thought the Fox; I wonder if his heart is any 
softer. ‘You are taking away the life of a 
fellow-creature,” he said; “that’s a responsibility 
—it is a curious thing, that life, and who knows 
what comes after it? You say lama rogue; I 
say Iam not; but at any rate I ought not to be 
hanged, for if I am not, I don’t deserve it; and 
if Iam, you should give me time to repent.” [I 
have him now, thought the Fox; let him get 
out if he can. 
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“Why, what would you have me do with 
you?” said the man. 

“My notion is, that you should let me go, and 
give me a lamb, or a goose or two, every month, 
and then I could live without stealing; but per- 
haps you know better than I, and I am a rogue; 
my education may have been neglected; you 
should shut me up, and take care of me, and 
teach me. Who knows but in the end I may 
turn into a dog?” 

“Very pretty,” said the Farmer; “we have 
dogs enough, and more, too, than we can take 
eare of, without you. No, no, Master Fox; I 
have caught you, and you shall swing, whatever 
is the logic of it. There will be one rogue less 
in the world, anyhow.” 

“Tt is mere hate and unchristian vengeance,” 
said the Fox. 

“No, friend,” the Farmer answered, “I don’t 
hate you, and I don’t want to revenge myself 
on you; but you and I can’t get on together, 
and I think I am of more importance than you. 
If nettles and thistles grow in my cabbage-gar- 
den, I don’t try and persuade them to grow into 
cabbages. I just dig them up. I don’t hate 
them; but I feel somehow that they mustn’t 
hinder me with my cabbage, and that I must 
put them away; and so, my poor friend, I am 
sorry for you, but I am afraid you must swing.” 

—J. A. FROUDE, 
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TWENTY YEARS AGO. 


I’ve wandered in the village, Tom, I’ve sat beneath the 
tree, 

Upon the school-house playing-ground, which shelter’d 
you and me, 

But none were there to greet me, Tom, and few were 
left to know, 

That play’d with us upon the green some twenty years 


ago. 


The grass is just as green, Tom,—barefooted boys at 
play 

Were sporting just as we did then, with spirits just as 
Say 5 

But the master sleeps upon the hill, which, coated o’er 
with snow, 


Afforded us a sliding-place, just twenty years ago. 


The old school-house is alter’>d now, the benches are 
replaced 

By new ones very like the same our pen-knives had 
defaced ; . 

But the same old bricks are in the wall, the bell swings 
to and fro,— 

Its music just the same, dear Tom, as twenty years ago. 


The spring that bubbled ’neath the hill, close by the 
spreading beech, 

Is very low,—'twas once so high that we could almost 
reach ; 
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And kneeling down to get a drink, dear Tom, I started 
SO, 

To see how much that I had changed since twenty 
years ago. 


Near by the spring, upon the elm, you know I cut 
your name, — 

Your sweetheart’s just beneath it, Tom,—and you ‘did 
mine the same; 

Some heartless wretch hath peel’d the bark—’twas dying 
sure but slow, 

Just as the one whose name we cut, died twenty years 


ago. 


My eyelids had been dry, Tom, but tears came in my 
eyes, 

I thought of her I loved so well—those early broken 
ties ; 

I visited the old churchyard, and took some flowers to 
strew 

Upon the graves of those we loved some twenty years 
ago. 


And some are in the churchyard Jaid—some sleep 
beneath the sea, 

But few are left of all our class, excepting you and me; 

And when our time shall come, Tom, and we are call’d 
to go, 

I hope they’ll lay us where we play’d just twenty years 
ago. 


i 
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THE LION AND THE SPANIEL. 


EVERYBODY was talking about the great lion 
and the little dog at the Tower, and the friend- 
ship between them; so we made up our minds 
to go too. 

The great cage in front was occupied by a 
beast, which was called the king’s lion; and, 
while he ceaselessly walked up and down from 
end to end of his straitened dominions, he was 
attended by a small and very beautiful black 
spaniel, that frisked and jumped and gamboled 
about him. At one time it would pretend to 
snarl and bite at the lion; at another, the 
noble animal, with an air of fondness, would 
hold down his head, while the tiny creature 
licked his terrible chaps. The keeper told us 
the story about them. 
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It was the custom for all who were unable 
or unwilling to pay their sixpence, to bring a 


dog or a cat as an offering to the beast in 


place of money to the keeper. Among others, 
a cruel lad had caught up this pretty black 
spaniel in the streets, and thrown it into the 
cage of the great lion. The little animal 
trembled and shivered with fear, and threw 
itself on its back. It then put out its tongue, 
and held its paws, as if praying for merey. 

In the meantime the lordly brute, imstead 
of devouring it as usual, looked at it with an 
eye of cool curiosity. He turned it over with 
one paw, and then with the other; sniffed at 
it, and seemed desirous of courting a further 
acquaintance. - 

The keeper, on seeing this, brought a large 
mess of his own family dinner; but the lion 
kept aloof, and refused to eat, fixing his eye 
on the dog, and, as it were, inviting him to 
eat. At length, the little animal’s fears being 
somewhat abated, and his appetite quickened 
by the smell of the victuals, he approached 
slowly, and trembling ventured to eat. The 
lion then advanced gently and began to join 
him, and they finished their meal very lovingly 
together. 

From this day the closest friendship continued 
between them—a friendship of all possible 
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affection and tenderness on the part of the 
hon, and of the utmost confidence and _ bold- 
ness on the part of the dog, insomuch that he 
would le down to sleep within the paws and 
under the jaws of his terrible patron. 

A gentleman who had lost the spaniel, and 
had advertised a reward of two guineas to the 
finder, at length heard of the adventure and 
went to claim his dog. ‘You see, sir,” said 
the keeper, “it would be a great pity to part 
such loving friends; however, if you insist 
upon your property bemg restored, you must 
be so good as to take him yourself: I would 
not try it myself for five hundred guineas.” 
The gentleman of course declined the risk of a 
fight with the lion. 

In about twelve months the little spaniel 
sickened and died, and left its loving protector 
the most desolate of creatures. For a time the 
lion appeared to believe that his pet was only 
asleep. He would keep smelling the body, 
then would stir it with his nose, and turn it 
over with his paws. : 

But finding that all his efforts to awaken the 
dog were vain, he would walk along his cage 
from end to end at a swift and uneasy pace, 
then stop, then look down with a fixed and 
drooping gaze, then raise his head, and open 
~ his terrible throat, and utter a prolonged roar 
as of ee thunder for minutes together. 
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They tried to take away the carcass from 
him, but they could not; he watched it con- 
stantly, and would allow no one to touch it. 
The keeper then tried to tempt him with 
different kinds of food, but he turned with 
loathing from all that was offered. They then 
put several lying dogs into his cage, and 
these he instantly tore piecemeal, but left 
their bodies untasted on the floor. 

In his terrible passion he would dart his 
claws into the boards and wrench away large 
splinters, and again grapple and shake the 
bars of his cage till they were nearly torn 
down. Again, quite exhausted, he would 
stretch himself by the remains of his friend, 
gather them in with his paws, and hug them. 
All this while he uttered under-roars of 
terrible melancholy for the loss of his little 
play-fellow—the only friend, the only com- 
panion, that he had upon ‘earth. 

For five days he thus languished, and 
gradually declined, always refusing to take any 
food, or to accept any comfort. At last, one 
morning, he was found dead, with his head 
lovingly reclined on the body of his little 
friend. They were buried together, and over 
their grave the keeper and the keeper’s family 
shed many sad tears. 
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THE BLIND MEN AND THE ELEPHANT. 


Tr was six men of Indostan, 
To learning much inclined, 
Who went to see the elephant 
(Though all of them were blind), 
That each by observation 
Might satisfy his mind. 


The first approached the elephant, 
And, happening to fall 

Against his broad and sturdy side, 
At once began to bawl: 

““Why, bless me, but the elephant 
Is very like a wall.” 


The second, feeling of the tusk, 
Cried, ‘‘Ho, what have we here, 

So very round, and smooth and sharp ? 
To me ’tis very clear, 

This wonder of an elephant 
Is very like a spear.” 
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The third approached the animal, 
And, happening to take 

The squirming trunk within his hand, 
Thus boldly up he spake : 

“T see,” quoth he, ‘ the elephant 
Is very like a snake.” 


The fourth reached out his eager hand, 
And felt about the knee: 

“What most this wondrous beast is like, 
Is very plain,” quoth he: 

‘Tis clear enough the elephant 
Is very like a tree.” 


The fifth who chanced to touch the ear, 
Said, ‘ E’en the blindest man 

Can tell what this resembles most ; 
Deny the fact who can, 

This marvel of an elephant 
Is very like a fan.” 


The sixth no sooner had begun 
About the beast to grope, 

Than seizing on the swinging tail 
That fell within his scope, 

“T see,” quoth he, “the elephant 
Is very like a rope.” 


And so these men of Indostan 
Disputed loud and long, 

Each in his own opinion 
Exceeding stiff and strong ; 

Though each was partly in the right, 
And all were in the wrong. 


—J. G. SAX, 
(By permission of Messrs. Houghton, Mifflin & Co.) 
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THE ARAB AND HIS STEED. 


My beautiful! my beautiful! that standest meekly by, 
With thy proudly arch’d and glossy neck, and dark and 


fiery eye; 

Fret not to roam the desert now, with all thy winged 
speed, 

I may not mount on thee again—thou’rt sold, my Arab 
steed. 


Fret not with that impatient hoof, snuff not the breezy 
wind, 
The further that thou fliest now, so far am I behind; 
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The stranger hath thy bridle-rein—thy master hath his 
gold— 

Fleet-limb’d and beautiful! farewell! thou’rt sold, my 
steed, thou’rt sold! 


Farewell! those free untired limbs full many a mile 
must roam, 

To reach the chill and wintry sky which clouds the 
stranger’s home : 

Some other hand, less fond, must now thy corn and 
bed prepare ; 

The silky mane I braided once must be another’s care. 


The morning sun shall dawn again, but never more with 
thee 

Shall I gallop through the desert paths, where we were 
wont to be: 

Evening shall darken on the earth; and o’er the sandy 
plain 

Some other steed, with slower step, shall bear me home 
again, 


Yes, thou must go! the wild free breeze, the brilliant 
sun and sky, 

Thy master’s home—from all of these my exiled one 
must fly. 

Thy proud, dark eye will grow less proud, thy step 
become less fleet, 

And vainly shalt thou arch thy neck, thy master’s hand 
to meet. 
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Only in sleep shall I behold that dark eye glancing 
bright ; 

Only in sleep shall hear again that step so firm and 
light ; 

And when I raise my dreaming arm to check or cheer 
thy speed, 

Then must I, starting, wake to feel—thou’rt sold, my 
Arab steed ! 


Ah! rudely then, unseen by me, some cruel hand may 
chide, | 

Till foam-wreaths lie like crested waves, along thy 
panting side , 

And the rich blood that’s in thee swells in thy 
indignant pain, 

Till careless eyes, which rest on thee, may count each 
started vein. 


Will they ill-use thee? If I thought—but no, it cannot 
be— 

Thou art so swift, yet easy curbed; so gentle, yet so 
free. 

And yet, if haply, when thouw’rt gone my lonely heart 
should yearn, 

Can the hand which casts thee from it now, command 
thee to return ? 


Return! alas! my Arab steed! what shall thy master do, 
When thou, who wert his all of joy, hast vanish’d from 
his view 4 
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When the dim distance cheats mine eye, and through 
the gathering tears, 
Thy bright form for a moment, like the false mirage, 


appears. 


- 


Slow and unmounted will I roam, with weary step alone, 

Where with fleet step and joyous bound thou oft hast 
borne me on ! 

And sitting, down by that green well, I'll pause and 
sadly think : 

It was here he bow’d his glossy neck when last I sawy 
him drink ! 


When last I saw thee drink!—Away! the fever’d dream 
is o'er ; 

T could not live a day, and know that we should meet 
no more ! 

They tempted me, my beautiful! for hunger’s power is 
strong, 

They tempted me, my beautiful! but I have loved too 


long. 


Who said that I had given thee up, who said that thou 
wert sold ? 

Tis false—'tis false, my Arab steed! T fling them back 
their gold. 

Thus, thus I leap upon thy back, and scour the distant 
plains, 

Away! who overtakes us now shall claim thee for his 


pains ! 
—THE HONORABLE MKS. NORTON, 
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THE HEROIC SERF. 


In the dark forests of Russia, where the snow 
hes on the ground for eight months in the year, 
wolves roam about in countless troops; and it is 
a fearful thing for the traveller, especially if 
night overtakes him, to hear their famished 
howlings as they approach nearer and nearer to 
him. 

A Russian nobleman, with his wife and a 
young daughter, was travelling in a sleigh over 
a bleak plain. About nightfall they reached an 
inn, and the nobleman called for a relay of 
horses to go on. The innkeeper begged him not 
to proceed. ‘ There is danger ahead,” said he: 
“the wolves are out.” The traveller thought 
the object of the man was to keep him as a guest 
for the night, and, saying 1/ 7as too early in the 
season for wolves, ordere’ the horses to be 
put to. In spite of the repeaved warnings of the 
landlord, the party proceeded on their way. 

The driver was a serf who had been born on 
the nobleman’s estate, and who loved his master 
as he loved his life. The sleigh sped swiftly 
over the hard snow, and there seemed no signs 
of danger. The moon began to shed her hght, 
so that the road seemed like polished silver. 

Suddenly the little girl said to her father, 
“What is that strange, dull sound I heard just 
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now?” Her father replied, “Nothing but the 
wind sighing through the trees.” 


The child shut her eyes, and kept still for a 
while; but in a few minutes, with a face pale 
with fear, she turned to her father, and said, 
“Surely that is not the wind: I hear it again; do 
you not hear it too? Listen!” The nobleman 
listened, and far, far away in the distance behind 
him, but distinct enough in the clear, frosty air, 
he heard a sound of which he knew the meaning, 
though those who were with him did not. 

Whispering to the serf, he said, “They are 
after us. Get ready your musket and pistols; 
I will do the same. We may yet escape. Drive 
on! drive on!” 


The man drove wildly on; but nearer, ever 
nearer, came the mournful howling which the 
child had first heard, It was perfectly clear to 
the nobleman that a pack of wolves had got 
scent, and was in pursuit of them. Meanwhile 
he tried to calm the anxious fears of his wife 
and child. 

At last the baying of the wolves was dis- 
tinctly heard, and he said to his servant, “When 
they come up with us, single you out the leader, 
and fire. I will single out the next; and, as soon 
as one falls, the rest will stop to devour him. 
That will be some delay, at least.” 
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By this time they could see the pack fast 
approaching, with their long, measured tread. 
A large dog-wolf was the leader. The nobleman 
and the serf singled out two, and these fell. The 
pack immediately turned on their fallen com- 
rades, and soon tore them to pieces. The taste 
of blood only made the others advance with 
more fury, and they were soon again baying at 
the sleigh. Again the nobleman and his servant 
fired. ‘Two other wolves fell, and were instantly 
devoured. But the next post-house was still far 
distant. 

The nobleman then cried to the post-boy, 
“Let one of the horses loose, that we may gain 
a little more time.” This was done, and the 
horse was left on the road. In a few minutes 
they heard the loud shrieks of the poor animal 
as the wolves tore him down. The remaining 
horses were urged to their utmost speed, but 
again the pack was in full pursuit. Another 
horse was cut loose, and he soon shared the fate 
of his fellow. 

At length the servant said to his master, “T 
have served you since I was a child, and I love 
you as I love my own life. It is clear to me 
that we cannot all reach the post-house alive. 
I am quite prepared, and I ask you to let me die 


for you.” 


‘ 
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“No, no!” cried the master, “we will live to- 
gether or die together. You must not, must 
not!” 

But the servant had made up his mind; he 
was fully resolved. ‘I shall leave my wife and 
children to you; you will be a father: to them: 
you have been a father to me. When the wolves 
next reach us, I will jump down, and do my best 


to delay their progress.” 


The sleigh glides on as fast as the two remain- 
ing horses can drag it. The wolves are close on 
their track, and almost up with them. But 
what sound now rings out sharp and loud? It 
is the discharge of the servant’s pistol. At the 
same instant he leaps from his seat, and falls a 
prey to the wolves! But meanwhile the post- 
house is reached, and the family is safe. 
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On the spot where the wolves had pulled to 
pieces the devoted servant, there now stands a 
large wooden cross, erected by the nobleman. 
It bears this inscription: “ Greater love hath no° 
man than this, that a man lay down his life for his 
Jriends.” 


THE SOLITUDE OF ALEXANDER SELKIRK. 


IT am monarch of all I survey ; 

My right there is none to dispute ; 
From the centre all round to the sea 

I am lord of the fowl and the brute. — 
O Solitude where are the charms 

That sages have seen in thy face? 
Better dwell in the midst of alarms, 

Than reign in this horrible place. 


I am out of humanity’s reach, 
I must finish my journey alone, 
Never hear the sweet music of speech : 
T start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts that roam over the plain 
My form with indifference see ; 
They are so unacquainted with man, 
Their tameness is shocking to me. 


Society, Friendship, and Love, 
Divinely bestow’d upon man, 

Oh, had I the wings of a dove, 
How soon would I taste you again. 
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My sorrows I then might assuage 
In the ways of religion and truth, 
Might learn from the wisdom of age, 
And be cheered by the sallies of youth. 


Ye winds that have made me your sport, 
Convey to this desolate shore 

Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no more; 

My friends, do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought after me? 

O tell me I yet have a friend, 
Though a friend I am never to see. 


_ How fleet is the glance of the mind! 
Compared with the speed of its flight, 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the swift-winged arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land 
In a moment I seem to be there ; 

But alas! recollection at hand 
Soon hurries me back to despair. 


But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest, 

The beast is laid down in his lair; 
Even here is a season of rest, 

And I to my cavern repair. 
There is mercy in every place, 

And mercy, encouraging thought, 
Gives even affliction a grace, 

And reconciles man to his lot. 

—WILLIAM COWPER, 
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FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE. 


Wuen the celebrated Florence Nightingale 
was a very little girl, and was living in a 
village in Derbyshire, everybody noticed how 
kind she was to other people and to animals. 
Every person and every animal in the place 
loved her, and she made friends with even the 
shy squirrels. 

Near the village in which she had her home 
there lived an old shepherd named Roger, who 
had a favorite sheep-dog called Cap. One day 
Florence was riding with a friend, and she saw 
the shepherd feeding his sheep. But Cap was 
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not there to assist him, and the sheep were 
running about in all directions. 

Florence and her friend stopped to ask the 
shepherd what had become of his dog. 

“Oh,” he replied, “Cap will never be of any 
more use to me. He will have to be killed.” 

“Killed!” said Florence. “O Roger, how 
wicked of you to say so! What has poor Cap 
done ?” 

“We has done nothing,” replied Roger; “ but 
a cruel boy threw a stone at him yesterday and 
broke one of his legs.” And the old shepherd 
wiped away the tears which filled his eyes. 
“Poor Cap!” he said, “he was as knowing as 
a human being.” 

Florence and her friend rode on to the 
shepherd’s cottage, and went in to see the 
poor dog. When the girl called him “ Poor 
Cap,” he began to wag his tail. Then he 
crawled from under the table and lay down at 
her feet. She took hold of one of his paws, 
patted his rough head, and talked to him while 
her friend examined the injured leg. 

It was badly swollen, and it hurt him very 
much to have it touched; but though he 
moaned with pain, he licked the hands that 
were hurting him, for he knew that it was 
meant kindly. 

“It’s only a bad bruise, no bones broken,” 
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said Florence’s friend. ‘Rest is all Cap needs; 
he will soon be well again.” 

“Tam so glad!” said Florence. “ But can we 
do nothing for him? he seems in such pain.” 

“Plenty of hot water to bathe his leg would 
both ease the pain and help to cure him.” 

Florence lighted the fire, got ready some hot 
water, and began to bathe the poor dog’s leg. 
It was not long before he began to feel less 
pain, and he tried to show his thanks by his 
looks and by wagging his tail. 

On their way back they met the old shepherd 
coming slowly homeward. 

“QO Roger!” cried Florence, “you are not to 
lose poor old Cap. We have found that his 
leg is not broken after all.” 

“Well, ’m very glad to hear it,” said the 
old man; “and many thanks to you for going 
to see him.” 

The next morning Florence was up early to 
bathe Cap’s leg, and she found it much better. 
The following day she bathed it again, and in 
two or three days the old dog was able as 
before to look after the flock. 

This happened many years ago, and that 
kind-hearted little girl grew up to be the 
kindest and bravest of women. She spent her 
youth in learning how to nurse the sick, and 
how to manage hospitals. 
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During the Crimean war she went out at 
the head of a band of trained nurses to take 
eare of our wounded soldiers, who were very 
badly off for want of proper care and good 
hospitals. She soon had ten thousand sick 
men to look after, and she could seareely find 
leisure for rest or sleep. At one time her hard 
work made her very ill. 

Since then she has done a great deal to 
improve our hospitals at home. Her whole 
life has been spent in helping the sick, and 
especially those who are poor. 


SANTA FILOMENA. 


WHENE’ER a noble deed is wrought, 
Whene’er is spoke a noble thought, 
Our hearts in glad surprise 

To higher levels rise ; 


The tidal waves of deeper souls 
Into our inmost being rolls, 
And lifts us unawares 
Out of all meaner cares. 


Honor to those whose words or deeds 
Thus help us in our daily needs, 
And by their overflow 
Raise us from what is low ! 


SANTA FILOMENA. 


Thus thought I as by night I read 

Of the great army of the dead, 
The trenches cold and damp, 
The starved and frozen camp— 


The wounded from the battle-plain, 
In dreary hospitals of pain, 

The cheerless corridors, 

The cold and stony floors. 


Lo! in that house of misery 

A lady with a lamp I see 
Pass through the glimmering gloom 
And flit from room to room. 


And slow, as in a dream of bliss, 
The speechless sufferer turns to kiss 
Her shadow, as it falls 
Upon the darkening walls. 


As if a door in heaven should be 

Opened and then closed suddenly, 
The vision came and went ; 
The light shone and was spent. 


On England’s annals, through the long 
Hereafter of her speech and song, 


That light its rays shall cast 
From portals of the past : 


A lady with a lamp shall stand 
In the great history of the land, 
A noble type of good, 

Heroic womanhood. 
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—HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 
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THE ORPHAN BOY. 


Sray, lady! stay for mercy’s sake, 

And hear a helpless orphani’s tale ; 

Ah! sure my looks must pity wake— 
"Tis want that makes my cheek so pale. 
Yet I was once a mother’s pride, 

And my brave father’s hope and joy ; 
But in the Nile’s proud fight he died, 
And TI am now an orphan boy. 


Poor foolish child! how pleased was I, 
When news of Nelson’s victory came, 
Along the crowded streets to fly, 

And see the lighted windows flame. 
To force me home my mother sought, 
She could not bear to see my joy, 
For with my father’s life ’twas bought, 
And made me a poor orphan boy. 


The people’s shouts were long and loud,— 
My mother, shuddering, closed her ears ; 

“ Rejoice! rejoice!” still cried the crowd, 
My mother answer’d with her tears. 

Oh! why do tears steal down your cheek, 
Cried I, “while others shout for joy ?”— 
She kiss’d me, and in accents weak, 

She call’d me her poor orphan boy. 


“What is an orphan boy?” TI said, 

When suddenly she gasp’d for breath, 

And her eyes closed :—I shriek’d for aid,— 
But, ah! her eyes were closed in death! 
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My hardships since I will not tell; 
But now no more a parent’s joy,— 
Ah, lady! I have learnt too well 
What ’tis to be an orphan boy! 


O were I by your bounty fed! 

Nay, gentle lady! do not chide; 

Trust me, I mean to earn my bread,— 
The sailor’s orphan boy has pride. 
Lady, you weep :—what is’t you say ? 
Youw'll give me clothing, food, employ % 
Look down, dear parents! look and see 
Your happy, happy orphan boy. 


—MRS. OPIE. 


THE EMPEROR AND THE MAJOR. 


THE Emperor Alexander, while travelling in 
Western Russia, came one day to a small town 
of which he knew very little; so, when he 
found that he must change horses, he thought 
that he would look around and see what the 
town was like. 

Alone, habited in a plain military coat, 
without any mark of his high rank, he 
wandered through the place until he came to 
the end of the road that he had been follow- 
ing. There he paused, not knowing which way 
to turn; for two paths were before him,—one 
to the right and one to the left. 

Alexander saw a man standing at the door 
of a house, and going up to him the Emperor 


said, “My friend, can you tell me which of 
these two roads I must take to get to 
Kalouga?” The man, who was in full military 
dress, was smoking a pipe with an air of 
dignity almost mdiculous. Astonished that so 
plain-looking a traveler should dare to speak 
to him with familiarity, the smoker answered 
shortly, “To the right.” 

“Pardon!” said the Emperor. “Another 
word, if you please.” 

“What?” was the haughty reply. 

“Permit me to ask you a question,” con- 
tinued the Emperor. “What is your grade in 
the army?” 
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“Guess.” And the pipe blazed away furiously. 
“Lieutenant?” said the amused Alexander. 
“Up!” came proudly from the smoker’s lips. 
“Captain ? ” 

“ Higher.” 

“ Major?” 

“At last!” was the lofty response. The 
Emperor bowed low in the presence of such 
greatness. 

“Now, in my turn,” said the major, with 
the grand air that he thought fit to assume 
in addressing a humble inferior, “what are 
you, if you please?” 

“Guess,” answered Alexander. 

‘* Lieutenant ? ” 

(74 Up! 9 

“Captain ?” 

‘* Higher.” 

“Major?” 

Go" on.” 

“Colonel ?” 

“ Again.” 

The smoker took his pipe from his mouth: 
“Your Excellency is, then, General?” The 
grand air was fast disappearing. 

“You are coming near it.” 

The major put his hand to his cap: “Then 
your Highness is Field-Marshal ?” 

By this time the grand air had taken flight, 
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and the officer, so pompous a moment before, 
looked as if the steady gaze and the quiet 
voice of the traveler had reduced him to the 
last stage of fear. 

“Once more, my good major,” said Alexander. 

“His Imperial Majesty?” exclaimed the man, 
in surprise and terror, letting his pipe drop 
from his trembling fingers. 

“His very self,” answered the Emperor; and 
he smiled at the wonderful change in the 
major’s face and manner. 

“Ah, Sire, pardon me!” cried the officer, 
falling on his knees,—‘ pardon me! ” 

“And what is there to pardon?” said Alex- 
ander, with real simple dignity. ‘My friend, 
you have done me no harm. I asked you 
which road I should take, and you told me. 
Thanks!” 

But the major never forgot the lesson. If 
in later years he was tempted to be rude or 
haughty to his so-called inferiors, there rose 
at once in his mind a picture of a well-remem- 
bered scene, in which his pride of power had 
brought such shame upon him. ‘T'wo soldiers 
in a quiet country-town made but an every- 
day picture, after all; but what a difference 
there had been between the pompous manner 
of the petty officer and the natural, courteous 
dignity of the Emperor of all the Russias! 
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THE BROOK SONG. 


Lirrie Brook! Little Brook ! 
You have such a happy look— 
Such a very merry manner as you swerve and curve and 
crook— 
And your ripples, one and one, 
Reach each other’s hands and run 
Like laughing little children in the sun. 


Little Brook, sing to me, 
Sing about a bumble bee, 
That tumbled from a lily-bell, and grumbled mumblingly 
Because he wet the film 
Of his wings and had to swim, 
While the water-bugs raced round and laughed 
at him ! 


Little Brook—sing a song 
Of a leaf that sailed along, 
Down the golden braided centre of your current swift 
and strong, 
And a dragon-fly that lit 
On the tilting rim of it, 
And rode away and wasn’t scared a bit. 


And sing how—oft in glee 
Came a truant boy like me, 
Who loved to lean and listen to your lilting melody, 
Till the gurgle and refrain, 
Of your music in his brain, 
Wrought a happiness as keen to him as pain. 
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Little Brook—laugh and leap! 
Do not let the dreamer weep: 
Sing him all the songs of summer till he sinks in softest 
sleep ; 
And then sing soft and low 
Through his dreams of long ago— 
Sing back to him the rest he used to know. 


—JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY, 


THE BROOK. 


I come from haunts of coots and hern, 
_ I make a sudden sally, 
And sparkle out among the fern, 

To bicker down a valley. 


By thirty hills I hurry down, 
Or slip between the ridges, 
By twenty thorps, a little town, 
And half a hundred bridges. 


Till last by Philip’s farm I flow 
To join the brimming river, 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 


I chatter over stony ways, 
In little sharps and trebles, 
I bubble into eddying bays, 
i babble on the pebbles, 
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With many a curve my banks I fret 


By many a field and fallow, 
And many a fairy foreland set 
With willow-weed and mallow. 


I chatter, chatter, as I flow 
To join the brimming river, 
For men may come and men may go, 


But I go on forever. 


I wind about, and in and out, 
With here a blossom sailing, 
And here and there a lusty trout. 
And here and there a grayling, 


124 


THE Brook. 


And here and there a foamy flake 
Upon me, as I travel, 

With many a silvery waterbreak 
Above the golden gravel ; 


And draw them all along, and flow 
To join the brimming river, 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 


I steal by lawns and grassy plots, 
I slide by hazel covers ; 

I move the sweet forget-me-nots 
That grow for happy lovers. 


— 


slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance, 
Among my skimming swallows ; 


— 


make the netted sunbeam dance 
Against my sandy shallows. 


I murmur under moon and stars 


In brambly wildernesses ; 


— 


linger by my shingly bars, 
I loiter round my cresses ; 


And out again I curve and flow 
To join the brimming river, 

For men may come and men may go, 
But I go on forever. 


ALFRED TENNYSON, 
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PROCRASTINATION. 


OnE day a farmer, called Bernard, had been 
to his county town to attend the market 
there and, having finished his business, there 
still remained some hours before he required 
to return to his home Under these circum- 
stances, having nothing particular to do, he 
thought he might as well get an opinion from 
a lawyer. He had often heard people speaking 
of a certain Mr. Wiseman, whose reputation 
was so great that even the judge did not like 
to decide contrary to his opinion. The farmer 
therefore asked for Mr. Wiseman’s address, 
and without delay made his way to his house. 

He found a large number of people waiting 
to ask the advice of the learned and clever 
lawyer, and he had to wait a long time. At 
last his turn came, and he was shown into 
the room. Mr. Wiseman asked him to sit 
down, and then, settling his spectacles on his 
nose so as to get a comfortable look at him, 
begged him to state his business. 

“Upon my word, Mr. Lawyer,” said the 
farmer, uneasily twisting his hat in his hand, 
“T can’t say that I have any particular 
business with you; but as I happened to be in 
town to-day, I thought I should be losing an 
opportunity if I did not get an opinion from you.” 
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“T am much obliged by your confidence in 
me,” replied the lawyer. “You have, I 
suppose, some law-suit going on?” 

“A law-suit?” said the farmer; “I should 
rather think not! There is nothing I hate so 
much, and I have never had a quarrel with 
any one in my life.” 

“Then, I suppose, you want some family 
property fairly and justly divided?” 

“JT beg your pardon, sir; my family lives 
with me in peace, and we have no need to 
think of dividing our property.” 

“Perhaps, then, you want some agreement 
drawn up about the sale or purchase of some- 
thing ? ” 

“Not at all! I am not rich enough to be 
purchasing property, and not poor enough to 
wish to sell any.” 

“Then what on earth do you want me to 
do, my friend?” said the astonished lawyer. 

“Well, Mr. Wiseman, I thought I had already 
told you that,” replied Bernard, with a 
sheepish laugh; “ what I want is an opinion— 
I am ready to pay for it. You see, here I am 
in town, and it would be a great pity if I 
were to lose the opportunity.” 

The lawyer looked at him and smiled; then 
taking his pen, he asked the farmer what his 
name was. “Peter Bernard,” said he, quite 
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pleased that the lawyer at last understood 
what he wanted. 

“Your age?” 

“Forty years, or somewhere about that.” 

“Your profession ?” 

“My profession! Ah, yes! you mean what 
do I do? J am a farmer.” | 

The lawyer, still smiling, wrote two lines on 
a piece of paper, folded it up, and gave it to 
his strange client. 

“Ts that all,” cried Bernard; “well, well! so 
much the better. I daresay you are too busy 
to write much. Now, how much does that 
cost, Mr. Lawyer?” 

“ Half-a-crown.” 

Bernard paid the money well- atari gave 
a bow and a scrape, and went away delighted 
that he had got his opinion. When he reached 
home it was four in the afternoon. He was 
tired with his journey, and he resolved to 
have a good rest. It happened, however, that 
his hay had been cut for some days, and was 
now completely dry; and one of his men 
eame to ask if it should be carried in and 
housed that night. 

“This night!” said the farmer’s wife, “who 
ever heard of such a thing? Your master is 
tired, and the hay ean just as well be got in 
to-morrow.” ‘The man said it was no business 
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of his, but the weather might change, and the 
horses and carts were ready, and the laborers 
had nothing to do. 

To this the angry wife replied that the wind 
was in a favorable quarter, and that they could 
not anyway get the work done before nightfall. 


Bernard, having listened to both sides of the 
question, did not know how to decide, when 
all of a sudden he remembered the paper the 
lawyer had given him. “Stop a minute!” 
cried he; “I have got an opinion—a famous 
opinion—an opinion that cost me half-a-crown. 
That’s the thing to put us straight. You are 
a grand scholar, my dear; tell us what it 
says.” His wife took the paper, and, with 
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some little difficulty, read out these two lines: 
“Peter Bernard, never put off till to-morrow 
what you can do to-day.” 

“Mhere’s the very thing!” cried the farmer. 
“Quick! out with the men and the carts and 
we'll have the hay in at once.” 

His wife still grumbled, but it was of no 
use; Bernard was obstinate. He declared that 
he was not going to pay half-a-crown for 
nothing, and that, as he had got an opinion 
from his lawyer, he would follow it whatever 
happened. In fact, he set the example himself, 
and, urging his men to the greatest expedition, 
he did not return to his home till all the hay 
was safely housed. 

Whatever doubts his wife might have enter- 
tained as to his wisdom were fully put at rest 
by the result, for the weather changed 
suddenly durmg the night; an wunexpected 
storm burst over the valley, and when she 
woke in the morning she saw running through 
the meadows a brown and turbid flood, carry- 
ing in its current the newly-cut hay of her 
neighbors. All the farmers close by lost their 
hay, and Bernard alone had saved his. 

Having experienced the benefits which fol- 
lowed obedience to the advice of the lawyer, 
Bernard from that day forward never failed to 
regulate his conduct by the same rule, and in 
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course of time he became one of the richest 
farmers of the district. Nor did he forget the 
service which Mr. Wiseman had rendered him, 
for he sent him every year a present of two 
fat fowls in remembrance of his valuable 
advice; and, whenever he had occasion to 
speak to his neighbors about lawyers, he 
always said that “after the ten commandments 
there was nothing that should be more strictly 
followed than the opinion of a good lawyer.” 


THE SAINT LAWRENCE RAPID. 


ALL peacefully gliding, the waters dividing, 
The indolent batteau moved slowly along ; 
The rowers, light-hearted, from sorrow long parted, 
Beguiled the dull moments with laughter and song: 
“Hurrah for the Rapid! that merrily, merrily 
Gambols and leaps on its tortuous way ; 
Soon we will enter it, cheerily, cheerily, 
Pleased with its freshness, and wet with its 
spray ” 
More swiftly careering, the wild Rapid nearing, 
They dash down the stream like a terrified steed ; 
The surges delight them, no terrors affright them, 
Their voices keep pace with their quickening speed: 
“Hurrah for the Rapid! that merrily, merrily 
Shivers its arrows against us in play ; 
Now we have entered it, cheerily, cheerily, 
Our spirits as light as its feathery spray.” 
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Fast downward they’re dashing, each fearless eye flashing, 
Though danger awaits them on every side; 
Yon rock—see it frowning! they strike—they are 
drowning ! 
But downward they speed with the merciless tide. 
No voice cheers the Rapid, that angrily, angrily 
Shivers their bark in its maddening play ; 
Gaily they entered it—heedlessly, recklessly, 


Mingling their lives with its treacherous spray! 
—CHARLES SANGSTER. 


AMONG THE THOUSAND ISLANDS. 


NEVER a ripple upon the river, 

As it lies like a mirror beneath the moon, 
Only the shadows tremble and quiver 

"Neath the balmy breath of a night in June. 


All dark and silent, each shadowy island 
Like a silhouette lies on the silver ground, 
While, just above us, a rocky highland 
Towers grim and dusk, with its pine-trees crowned. 


Never a sound but the wave’s soft plashing 
As the boat drifts idly the shore along,— 
And the darting fire-flies, silently flashing, 


Gleam,—living diamonds,—the woods among. 


And the hight-hawk flits o’er the bay’s deep bosom, 
And the loon’s laugh breaks through the midnight calm, 

And the luscious breath of the wild vine’s blossom 
Wafts from the rocks like a tide of balm. 


—AGNES M. MACHAR. 
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THE LITTLE MATCH GIRL. 


It was dreadfully cold; it snowed, and was 
beginning to grow dark, and it was the last 
night of the year, too—New-year’s Eve. In 
this cold and darkness, a poor little girl was 
wandering about the streets with bare head 
and bare feet. She had slippers on when she 
left home, but what was the good of them? 
They were very large old slippers of her 
mother’s—so large that they fell off the little 
girl’s feet as she hurried across the street to 
escape two carriages, which came galloping 
along at a great rate. The one slipper was not 
to be found, and a boy ran off with the other. 

So the little girl wandered about barefooted, 
with a quantity of matches in an old apron, 
whilst she held a bundle of them in her hand. 
No one had bought any matches of her 
through the whole livelong day—no one had 
given her a single farthing. Hungry and 
pinched with cold, the poor little girl erept 
along, the large flakes of snow covering her 
yellow hair which curled round her face; but 
it gave her no comfort to think of that, 

In a corner between two houses, one pro- 
jecting beyond the other, she sought shelter, 
Muddling herself up, she drew under her, as 
well as she could, her poor little feet which 
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were red and blue with cold; but she was 
colder than ever, and dared not go home, 
for as she had sold no matches her cruel 
father would beat her. Besides, it was 
cold at home, for they lived just under the 
roof, and the wind blew in, though straw and 
rags had been stuffed in the large cracks. 
Her little hands were quite benumbed with 
cold. 

Oh, how much good one match would do, 
if she dared but take it out of the bundle, 
draw it across the wall, and warm her fingers 
in the flame! She drew one out—“ Ritsh!” 
how it sputtered and burned! It burned with 
a warm, bright flame, like a candle, and she 
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bent her hand round it: it was a wonderful 
hight! It appeared to the little girl as if she 
were sitting before a large iron stove, in 
which the fire burned brightly, and gave out 
such comfort and such warmth. She stretched 
out her feet to warm them too—but the 
flame went out, the stove disappeared, and 
there she sat with a little bit of the burnt-out 
match in her hand. 

Another was lighted; it burned, and where 
the light fell upon the wall that became 
transparent, so that she could see into the 
room. There the table was covered with a 
cloth of dazzling white and with fine china, 
and a roast goose was smoking most tempt- 
ingly upon it. But, what was still more 
delightful, the goose sprang down from the 
table, and with a knife and fork sticking in 
its back, waddled towards the little girl. 
Then the match went out, and she saw 
nothing but the thick cold wall. 

She lighted another; and now she was 
sitting under the most splendid Christmas-tree. 
It was larger and more beautifully decorated 
than the one she had seen at Christmas 
through the window at the rich merchant’s. 
Hundreds of tapers were burning amongst the 
green branches, and painted pictures, such as 
she had seen in the shop-windows, looked 
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down upon her. She stretched out both her 
hands just as the match was burnt out. The 
countless lights rose higher and higher, and she 
now saw that they were the stars, one of which 
fell leaving a long line of light in the sky. 

“Some one is dying now,” the little girl 
said; for her old grandmother, who alone had 
loved her, but who was now dead, had told 
her that when a star fell, a soul took ita 
flight up to heaven. 

She drew another match across the wall, 
and in the light it threw around stood her old 
grandmother, so bright, so mild, and so loving. 
“Grandmother,” the little girl eried, “Oh, 
take me with you! I know that you will 
disappear as soon as the match is burnt out, 
just like the warm stove, the delicious roast 
goose, and the Christmas-tree!” 

Hastily she hghted the rest of the matches that 
remained in the bundle, for she wished to keep 
her grandmother with her as long as possible, 
and the matches burned so brightly that it 
was lighter than day. Never before had her 
grandmother appeared so beautiful and so tall, 
and taking the little girl in her arms, in 
radiance and joy they flew high, high up into 
the heavens, where she felt neither cold, nor 
hunger, nor fear, any more—for they were 
with God! 
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But, in the corner between the two houses, 
in the cold morning air, lay the little gir] with 
pale cheeks and smiling lips. She was frozen 
to death during the last night of the Old 
Year. The first light of the New Year shone 
upon the dead body of the little girl, sitting 
there with the matches, one bundle of which 
was nearly consumed. “She has been trying 
to warm herself,” people said; but no one 
knew what visions she had had, or with what 
splendor she had entered with her grandmother 
into the joys of a New Year. 


—HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN, 


LORD ULLIN’S DAUGHTER. 


A CHIEFTAIN, to the Highlands bound, 
Cries, “Boatman, do not tarry ! 
And Ill give thee a silver pound, 
To row us o'er the ferry.’ 


** Now, who be ye, would cross Lochgyle, 
This dark and stormy water?” 

“Oh! I’m the chief of Ulva’s Isle, 
And this Lord Ullin’s daughter. 


* And fast before her father’s men 
Three days we've fled together, 

For should he find us in the glen, 
My blood would stain the heather. 


Lorp ULLIN’s DAUGHTER. 1 


““His horsemen hard behind us ride ; 
Should they our steps discover, 

Then who would cheer my bonny bride, 
When they have slain her lover?” 


Out spoke the hardy Highland wight, 
“Tl go, my chief—I’m ready : 

It is not for your silver bright, 
But for your winsome lady : 


“And, by my word! the bonny bird 
In danger shall not tarry ; 

So, though the waves are raging white, 
Tl row you o’er the ferry.” 


By this the storm grew loud apace, 
The water-wraith was shrieking ; 
And, in the scowl of heaven, each face 
Grew dark as they were speaking. 
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But still, as wilder blew the wind, 
And as the night grew drearer, 

Adown the glen rode arméd men, 
Their trampling sounded nearer. 


‘“‘Q haste thee, haste !” the lady cries, 
“Though tempests round us gather, 
T’ll meet the raging of the skies, 
But not an angry father.” 


The boat has left a stormy land, 
A stormy sea before her— 

When, oh! too strong for human hand, 
The tempest gathered o’er her. 


And still they rowed amidst the roar 
Of waters fast prevailing ; 

Lord Ullin reached that fatal shore— 
His wrath was changed to wailing. 


For sore dismayed, through storm and shade, 
His child he did discover : 

One lovely arm she stretched for aid, 
And one was round her lover, 


“Come back! come back!” he cried, in grief, 
« Across this stormy water ; 

And I'll forgive yeur Highland chief, 
My daughter !—-Oh! my daughter !” 


"Twas vain: the loud waves lashed the shore, 
Return or aid preventing : 

The waters wild went o’er his child— 
And he was left lamenting. 


~THOMAS CAMPBELL, 
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THERE’S A GOOD TIME COMING. 


THERE’S a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming: 

We may not live to see the day, 

But earth shall glisten in the ray 
Of the good time coming. 

Cannon-balls may aid the truth, 
But thought’s a weapon stronger; 

We'll win our battle by its aid ;— 
Wait a little longer. 


There’s a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming: 

The pen shall supersede the sword, 

And Right, not Might, shall be the lord 
In the good time coming. 

Worth, not Birth, shall rule mankind, 
And be acknowledged stronger ; 

The proper impulse has been given ;—— 
Wait a little longer. 


There’s a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming :— 
War in all men’s eyes shall be 
A monster of iniquity 
In the good time coming ; 
Nations shall not quarrel then, 
To prove which is the stronger ; 
Nor slaughter men for glory’s sake ;— 
Wait a little longer. 
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There’s a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming : 

Hateful rivalries of creed 

Shall not make their martyrs bleed 
In the good time coming. 

Religion shall be shorn of pride, 
And flourish all the stronger ; 

And Charity shall trim her lamp ;— 
Wait a little longer. 


There’s a good time coming, boys, 
A good time coming: 

Let us aid it all we can, 

Every woman, every man, 
The good time coming. 

Smallest helps, if rightly given, 
Make the impulse stronger ; 

*T will be strong enough one day ;— 

: Wait a little longer. 


—CHARLES MAOKAY, 


THREE ANGELS. 


Is rr then true, this tale of bitter grief, 

Of mortal anguish finding no relief ? 

Lo! midst the winter shines the laurel’s leaf : 
Three angels share the lot of human strife ; 
Three angels glorify the path of life. 


Love, Hope, and Patience charm us on our way ; 
Love, Hope, and Patience form our spirits’ stay ; 
Love, Hope, and Patience watch us day by day 

And bid the desert bloom with beauty vernal 


Until the earthly fades in the eternal. 
ANON, 
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THE DOLLS’ DRESSMAKER. 


BraDLEY Heapstone and Charley Hexam 
crossed the bridge and made along the shore 
toward Millbank. At the point where Church 
Street and Smith Square joined there were 
some little quiet houses in a row. At one of 
these they stopped. 

The boy knocked at a door, and the door 
promptly opened with a spring and a click, 
and disclosed a child—a dwarf, a girl—sitting 
in a low, old-fashioned armchair which had a 
kind of a little working bench before it. 

“T can’t get up,” said the child, “because 
my back is bad and my legs are queer. But 
I’m the person of the house. What did you 
want, young man?” 

“T wanted to see my sister.” 

“Many young men have sisters,” returned 
the child. “Give me your name, young man.” 

The queer little figure and the queer little 
face with its bright gray eyes were so sharp 
that the sharpness of manner seemed unavoid- 
able; as if, turned out of that mould, it must 
be sharp. 

““Hexam is my name.” 

“ Ah, indeed?” said the person of the house. 
“T thought it might be. Your sister will be 
in in about a quarter of an hour, I am very 
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fond of your sister. She’s my particular friend. 
And this gentleman’s name?” 

“Mr. Headstone, my schoolmaster.” 

“Take a seat. And would you please to shut 
the street door first? I can’t very well do it 
myself.” : 

They complied in silence. The little figure 
went on with its work of gluing together certain 
pieces of cardboard and thin wood, previously 
eut into various shapes. 

The scissors and knives upon the bench 
showed that the child herself had cut them. 
The bright scraps of velvet and silk and rib- 
bon also strewn upon the bench showed that, 
when duly stuffed, she was to cover them 
smartly. 

The dexterity of her nimble fingers was 
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remarkable. As she brought two thin edges 
accurately together by giving them a little 
bite, she would glance at her visitors out of 
the corners of her gray eyes with a look that 
outsharpened all her other sharpness. 

“You can’t tell me the name of my trade, 
T’ll be bound,” she said, after taking several of 
these observations. 

“You make pin-cushions,” said Charley. 

“What else do I make?” 

“‘Pen-wipers,” said Bradley Headstone. 

“Ha! ha! What else do I make? Yovw’re 
a schoolmaster, but you can’t tell me.” 

“You do something with straw,” he returned, 
pointing to a corner of the little bench, ‘‘ but 
I don’t know what.” — 

“Well done. I only make pin-cushions and 
pen-wipers to use up my waste. But my 
straw really does belong to my business. Try 
again. What do I make with my straw?” 

“ Ladies’ bonnets? ” 

“Wine ladies’,” said the person of the house. 
“Dolls’-—I’m a doll’s dressmaker.” 

“T hope it’s a good business?” 

The person of the house shrugged her 
shoulders and shook her head. 

“No. Poorly’ paid. -And Vm often so 
pressed for time. JI had a doll married last 
week and was obliged to work all night.” 
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They looked at the little creature with a 
wonder that did not diminish, and the school- 
master said, “I’m sorry your fine ladies are 
so inconsiderate.” 

“It?s the way with them,” said the person 
of the house, shrugging her shoulders again. 
“And they take no eare of their clothes, and 
they never keep to the same fashions a month. 
I work for a doll with three daughters. Bless 
you, she’s enough to ruin her husband!” 

She gave a weird little laugh here, and 
another look out of the corners of her eyes. 

“ Are you always as busy as you are now?” 

“Busier. I’m slack just now. I finished a 
large mourning order the day before yesterday. 
Doll I work for lost a canary bird.” 

“Are you alone all day?” asked Bradley 
Headstone. “Don’t. any of the neighboring 
children ?” 

“Don’t talk of children!” cried the person 

of the house with a little scream, as if the 
~ word had pricked her. “I can’t bear children. 
I know their tricks and their manners: always 
running about and screeching, always playing 
and fighting, always skip, skip, skipping on 
the pavement and chalking it for their games. 
“And that’s not all: ever so often calling 
names in through a _person’s keyhole and 
imitating a person’s back and legs, No, no, 
no! No children for me. Give me grown-ups.” 
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It was difficult to guess the age of this 
strange creature, for her poor figure furnished 
no clew to it, and her face was at once so 
young and so old. Twelve, or at the most 
thirteen, might be near the mark. 

“T always did like grown-ups,” she went on, 
“and always kept company with them. So 
sensible. Sit so quiet. Don’t go prancing and 
eapering about.” 

She listened to a step outside that caught 
her ear, and there was a soft knock at the 
door. Pulling at a handle within her reach, 
she said, with a pleased laugh, ‘“ Now, here is 
a grown-up that’s my particular friend!” and 
Lizzie Hexam entered the room. 

“Charley! You?” 

Taking her brother to her arms in the old 
way—of which he seemed a little ashamed— | 
she saw no one else. 

“There, there, there! All right, my dear. 
See! Here’s Mr. Headstone come with me.” 

Her eyes met those of the schoolmaster, and 
a murmured word of salutation passed between 
them. She was a little flurried by the unex- 
pected visit, and the schoolmaster was not at 
his ease. He fell to talking playfully to Jenny 
Wren: “TI think of setting up a doll, Miss 
Jenny,” he said. 


“Vou had better not,” replied the dressmaker. 
10 
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“Why not?” 

“You are sure to break it. All you children 
do.” 

“But that makes it good for trade, you 
know, Miss Wren.” 

“JT don’t know about that,” Miss Wren 
retorted; “but you had better by half set up a 
pen-wiper and turn industrious and use it.” 

“Tf we all set to work as soon as we could 
use our hands it would be all over with the 
dolls’ dressmakers.” 

“There’s something in that,” replied Miss 
Wren. “You have a sort of an idea in your 
noddle sometimes.” Then in a changed tone, 
“Malking of ideas, Lizzie, I wonder how it 
happens that when I am work, work, working 
here all alone in the summer time I smell 
flowers.” 

“As a commonplace individual, I should say,” 
suggested the schoolmaster, “that you smell 
flowers because you do smell flowers.” 

“No, I don’t,” said the little creature, resting 
one arm upon the elbow of her chair, resting 
her chin upon that hand, and looking vacantly 
before her; “this is not a flowery neighbor- 
hood. It’s anything but that. And yet as I 
sit at work I smell miles of flowers. I smell 
roses till I think I see the rose leaves lying in 
heaps, bushels, upon the floor. “I smell fallen 
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leaves till I put down my hand—so—and 
expect to make them rustle. I smell the white 
and the pink May in the hedges, and all sorts 
of flowers that I never was among, for I have 
seen very few flowers indeed in my life.” 

“Pleasant fancies to have, Jenny dear!” said 
her friend. 

“So I think, Lizzie, when they come to me, 
and the birds I hear! Oh!” cried the little 
creature, holding out her hana and looking 
upward, “how they sing!” 

There was something in the face and action 
for the moment quite inspired and beautiful. 
Then the chin dropped musingly upon the 
hand again. 

“T dare say my birds sing better than other 
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birds and my flowers smell better than other 
flowers; for when I was a little child,” in a 
tone as if it were ages ago, “the children that 
I used to see early in the morning were very 
different from any others that I ever saw. 
They were not kke me; they were never in 
pain. They were not like the children of the 
neighbors; they never made me tremble all 
over by setting up shrill noises, and they 
never mocked me. Such numbers of them, 
too! All in white dresses and with something 
shining on the borders and on their heads 
that I have never been able to imitate with 
my work, though I know it so well. 

“They used to come down in long, bright, 
slanting rows, and say all together: ‘Who is 
this in pain? Who is this in pain?’ When 
I told them who I was, they answered, ‘Come 
play with us!’ When I said, ‘I never play! 
I can’t play!’ they swept about me and took 
me up and made me light. Then it was all 
delicious ease and rest till they laid me down 
and said all together: ‘Have patience, and we 
will come again.’ 

“Whenever they came back, I used to know 
they were coming before I saw the long, bright 
rows by hearing them ask all together, a long 
way off: ‘Who is this in pain? Who is this 
in pain?’ And I used to ery out: ‘O my 
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blessed children, it’s poor me. Have pity on 
me. Take me up and make me light.’” 

Lizzie, who had not taken off her bonnet, 
rather hurriedly proposed that as the room 
was getting dark they should go out into the 
air. They went out, the visitors saying good- 
night to the dolls’ dressmaker, whom they left 
leaning back in her chair with her arms 
crossed, singing to herself in a sweet, thought- 
ful little voice. 


—CHARLES DICKENS, 


LADY CLARE. 

It was the time when lilies blow, 
And clouds are highest up in air, 
Lord Ronald brought a lily-white doe 

To give his cousin, Lady Clare. 


I trow they did not part in scorn: 
Lovers long-betroth’d were they : 
They two will wed the morrow morn: 

God’s blessing on the day! 


‘He does not love me for my birth, 
Nor for my lands so broad and fair ; 

He loves me for my own true worth, 
And that is well,’ said Lady Clare. 
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In there came old Alice the nurse, 
Said, ‘Who was this that went from thee? 
‘It was my cousin,’ said Lady Clare, 
‘To-morrow he weds with me.’ 


‘O God be thank’d!’ said Alice the nurse, 
‘That all comes round so just and fair: 

Lord Ronald is heir of all your lands, 
And you are not the Lady Clare.’ 


‘Are ye out of your mind, my nurse, my nurse ?? 
Said Lady Clare, ‘that ye speak so wild?’ 

‘As God’s above,’ said Alice the nurse, 
‘I speak the truth: you are my child. 


‘The old Earl’s daughter died at my breast ; 
I speak the truth, as I live by bread ! 

I buried her like my own sweet child, 
And put my child in her stead.’ 


‘Falsely, falsely have ye done, 
O mother,’ she said, ‘if this be true, 
To keep the best man under the sun 
So many years from his due.’ 


‘Nay now, my child,’ said Alice the nurse, 
‘But keep the secret for your life, 

And all you have will be Lord Ronald’s, 
When you are man and wife.’ 


‘If I’m a beggar born,’ she said, 
‘I will speak out, for I dare not lie. 
Pull off, pull off the brooch of gold, 
And fling the diamond necklace by.’ 
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‘Nay now, my child,’ said Alice the nurse, 
‘But keep the secret all ye can.’ 

She said, ‘Not so: but I will know 
If there be any faith in man.’ 


‘Nay now, what faith?’ said Alice the nurse, 
‘The man will cleave unto his right.’ 

‘ And he shall have it,’ the Lady replied, 
‘Tho’ I should die to-night.’ 


‘Yet give one kiss to your mother dear! 
Alas, my child, I sinn’d for thee.’ 

‘O mother, mother, mother,’ she said, 
‘So strange it seems to me. 


‘Yet here’s a kiss for my mother dear, 
My mother dear, if this be so, 

And lay your hand upon my head, 
And bless me, mother, ere I go.’ 


She clad herself in a russet gown, 
She was no longer Lady Clare: 

She went by dale and she went by down 
With a single rose in her hair. 


The lily-white doe Lord Ronald had brought 
Leapt up from where she lay, 

Dropt her head in the maiden’s hand, 
And follow’d her all the way. 


Down stept Lord Ronald from his tower: 
‘O Lady Clare, you shame your worth! 

Why come you drest like a village maid, 
That are the flower of the earth?’ 
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‘If I come drest like a village maid, 
I am but as my fortunes are: 

I am a beggar born,’ she said, 
‘And not the Lady Clare.’ 


‘Play me no tricks,’ said Lord Ronald, 
‘For I am yours in word and in deed. 

Play me no tricks,’ said Lord Ronald, 
‘Your riddle is hard to read.’ 


O and proudly stood she up! 
Her heart within her did not fail : 
She look’d into Lord Ronald’s eyes, 
And told him all her nurse’s tale. 


He laugh’d a laugh of merry scorn: 

He turn’d and kiss’d her where she stood : 
‘Tf you are not the heiress born, 

And I,’ said he, ‘the next in blood— 


‘If you are not the heiress born, 
And I,’ said he, ‘the lawful heir, 

We two will wed to-morrow morn, 
And you shall still be Lady Clare.’ 


—ALFRED TENNYSON, 


A HERO. 
’ 


In a certain Cornish mine two men deep 
down in the shaft, were engaged in putting in 
a shot for blasting. They had completed their 
purpose, and were about to give the signal for 
being hoisted up. One at a time was all the 
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assistant at the top could manage, and the 
second was to kindle the fuse, and then mount 
with all speed. 

Now it chanced, while they were still below, 
that one of them thought the fuse too long. 
He accordingly tried to cut it shorter. Taking 
a couple of stones, a flat and a sharp, he 
succeeded in cutting it the required length; 
but, dreadful to relate, he kindled it at the 
same time, while both were still below! 
They shouted vehemently to the man at the 
windlass; both sprang into the bucket. The 
man could not move it with the two men 
In it. 

Here was a moment for poor Miner Jack 
and Miner Will! Instant, horrible death hangs 
over them. Will generously resigns himself. 
“Go aloft, Jack. Sit down; away! In one 
minute I shall be in heaven! ” 

Jack bounds aloft; the explosion instantly 
follows, bruising his face as he looks over, but 
he is safe above ground. 

And what of poor Will? Descending eagerly 
they find him, as if by miracle, buried under 
rocks which had arched themselves over him. 
He is little injured. He too is brought up 
_ safe. Well done, brave Will! 


—THOMAS CARLYLE, 
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH. 


Unper a spreading chestnut tree 
The village smithy Stands * itch iad: i 

The smith, a mighty man is he, 
With large and sinewy hands ; 

And the muscles of his brawny arms 
Are strong as iron bands. 


His hair is crisp and black and long, 
His face is like the tan ; 

His brow is wet with honest sweat, 
He earns whate’er he can, 

And looks the whole world in the face, 
For he owes not any man. 

Week in, week out, from morn till night, 
You can hear his bellows blow ; 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 
With measured beat and slow, 

Like a sexton ringing the village bell, 
When the evening sun is low. 


And children coming home from school 
Look in at the open door ; 

They love to see the flaming forge 
And hear the bellows roar, 

And catch the burning sparks that fly 
Like chaff from a threshing floor, 


He goes on Sunday to the church 
And sits among his boys ; 
He hears the parson pray and preach, 
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He hears his daughter’s voice 
Singing in the village choir, 


And it makes his heart rejoice. 


It sounds to him like her mother’s voice 
Singing in Paradise ! 

He needs must think of her once more, 
How in the grave she lies ; 

And with his hard rough hand he wipes 


A tear out of his eyes. 
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Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing, 
Onward through life he goes ; 

Each morning sees some task begun, 
Each evening sees its close ; 

Something attempted, something done, 
Has earned a night’s repose. 


Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, 
For the lesson thou hast taught ! 

Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be wrought ; 

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought ! 


—HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW-. 


THE WHISTLE. 


Wuen I was a child, seven years old, my 
friends, on a holiday, filled my pockets with 
coppers. I went directly toward a shop where 
they sold toys for children; and, being charmed 
with the sound of a whistle that I met by the 
way in the hands of another boy, I voluntarily 
offered him all my money for it. 

I then returned home and went whistling 
all over the house, much pleased with my 
whistle but disturbing all the family. My 
brothers and sisters and cousins, understand- 
ing the bargain I had made, told me I had 
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given four times as much for it as it was 
worth. 

This put me in mind of what good things I 
might have bought with the rest of the money; 
and they laughed at me so much for my folly 
that I eried with vexation. 

This, however, was afterward of use to me, 
the impression continuing on my mind; so that | 
often, when I was tempted to buy some un- 
necessary thing, I said to myself, ‘Don’t give 
too much for the whistle;” and so I saved my 
money. 

As I grew up, went into the world, and ob- 
served the actions of men, I thought I met 
with many, very many, who gave too much 
for their whistles. 

When I saw any one too ambitious of the 
favor of the great, wasting his time in attend- 
anee on public dinners, sacrificing his repose, 
his liberty, his virtue, and perhaps his friends, 
to retain it, I said to myself, “This man gives 
too much for his whistle.” 

When I saw another fond of popularity, 
constantly employing himself in __ polities, 
neglecting his own affairs and ruining them. 
by that neglect, “He pays, indeed,” said I, 
“too much for his whistle.” 

If I knew a miser, who gave up every kind 


of comfortable living, all the pleasure of doing 
1s | 
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good to others, all the esteem of his fellow- 
citizens, and the joys of benevolent friendship, 
for the sake of accumulating wealth, “ Poor 
man, said I, “you do indeed pay too much 
for your whistle.” 

When I met a man of pleasure sacrificing 
the improvement of his mind or of his fortune 

“to mere bodily comfort, “ Mistaken man,” said 
I, “you are providing pain for yourself, 
instead of pleasure: you give too much for 
your whistle.” 

If I saw one fond of fine clothes, fine 
furniture, fine horses, all above his fortune, 
for which he contracted debts and ended his 
eareer in prison, “ Alas!” said I, “he has paid 
dear, very dear, for his whistle.” 

In short, I believed that a great part of the 
miseries of mankind were brought upon them 
by the false estimates they had made of the 
value of things, and by their giving too 


much for their whistles. 
—BENJAMIN FRANKLIN, 


Press on! There’s no such word as fail! 
Push nobly on! the goal is near ! 

Ascend the mountain! breast the gale! 
Look upward, onward—never fear | 
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WE ARE SEVEN. 


A sIMPLE child, 
That lightly draws its breath 
And feels its life in every limb, 
What should it know of death? 


I met a little cottage girl: 
She was eight years old, she said ; 
Her hair was thick with many a curl 
That clustered round her head. 


She had a rustic, woodland air, 
And she was wildly clad; 

Her eyes were fair and very fair: 
Her beauty made me giad. 
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WeE ARE SEVEN. 


‘Sisters and brothers, little maid, 
How many may you be?” 

“How many? Seven in all,” she said, 
And wondering, looked at me. 


* And where are they? I pray you tell.” 
She answered, ‘Seven are we; 

And two of us at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea. 


Two of us in the churchyard lie, 
My sister and my brother; 

And in the churchyard cottage I 
Dwell near them with my mother.” 


“You say that two at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea, 

Yet you are seven !—TI pray you tell, 
Sweet maid, how this may be.” 


Then did the little maid reply: 
“Seven boys and’ girls are we; 

Two of us in the churchyard lie 
Beneath the churchyard tree.” 


“You run about, my little maid, 
Your limbs they are alive; 

If two are in the churchyard laid, 
Then you are only five.” 


“Their graves are green, they may be seen,” 
The little maid replied, 

“Twelve steps or more from my mother’s door, 
And they are side by side, 
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“My stockings there I often knit, 
My kerchief there I hem, 

And there upon the ground I sit— 
I sit and sing to them. 


“ And often after sunset, sir, 
When it is light and fair, 

I take my little porringer 
And eat my supper there. 


“The first that died was little Jane; 
In bed she moaning lay, 

Till God released her of her pain 
And then she went away. 


“So in the churchyard she was laid 
And, when the grass was dry, 

Together round her grave we played, 
My brother John and I. 


“ And when the ground was white with snow 
And I could run and slide, 

My brother John was forced to go, 
And he lies by her side.” 


“How many are you, then,” said I, 
“Tf they two are in heaven?” 
The little maiden did reply, 
‘‘Q master! we are seven.” 


“But they are dead; those two are dead! 
Their spirits are in heaven!” 

"Twas throwing words away for still 

The little maid would have her will, 


And said, “ Nay, we are seven.” 
—WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 
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THE GOLDEN TOUCH. 


Lona, long ago there lived a very rich king 
named Midas. He had a lovely little daughter, 
ealled Marygold. He was fonder of gold than 
anything else in the world. If he loved any- 
thing better, or half so well, it was the one little 
maiden who played so merrily around her 
father’s footstool. But -the more Midas loved 
his daughter, the more did he desire and seek 
for wealth. He thought, foolish man! that the 
best thing he could possibly do for her was to 
bequeath her the largest pile of glistening coin 
that had ever been heaped together since the 
world was made. 

Thus he gave all his thoughts and all his time 
to this one purpose. If ever he happened to 
gaze for an instant at the gold-tinted clouds of 
sunset, he wished they were real gold, and that 
they could be squeezed safely into his strong 
box. When little Marygold ran to meet him, 
with a bunch of buttereups and dandelions, he 
used to say, “ Pooh, pooh, child! If these flowers 
were as golden as they look, they would be worth 
the plucking!” 

At length, Midas became so _ exceedingly 
unreasonable, that he could scarcely bear to see 
or touch any object that was not gold. He kept 
his wealth in the basement of his palace and, 
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at last, made it his custom to pass a large 
portion of every day there. 

Here, after carefully locking the door, he 
would take a bag of gold coin, or a golden cup, 
or a heavy golden bar, or a peck measure of 
gold-dust, and bring them into the one bright 
and narrow sunbeam which he valued for no 
other reason than that his treasure would not 
shine without its help. 

Then he would count the coins in the bag; 
toss up and catch the bar as it came down; 
sift the gold-dust through his fingers; look at 
the funny image of his own face, as reflected 
in the burnished circumference of the cup; 
and whisper to himself, “O Midas, rich King 
Midas, what a happy man art thou!” 

One day, on looking up, he beheld the figure 
of a stranger, standing in the bright and narrow 
sunbeam! It was a young man with a cheerful 
and ruddy face. : 

As Midas knew that he had carefully turned 
the key in the lock, and that no mortal strength 
eould possibly break into his treasure-room, he, 
of course, concluded that his visitor must be 
something more than mortal. 

The stranger gazed about the room; and, when 
his lustrous smile had glistened upon all the 
golden objects that were there, he turned again 
to Midas. 
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“You are a wealthy man, friend Midas!” he 
observed. “I doubt whether any other four 
walls on earth contains so much gold as you 
have contrived to pile up in this room.” 

“T have done pretty well,—pretty well,” 
answered Midas, in a discontented tone. “But, 
after all, itis but a trifle, when you consider that 
it has taken me my whole lifetime to get it to- 
gether. If one could live a thousand years, he 
might have time to grow rich!” 

“What!” exclaimed the stranger. “Then you 
are not satisfied ? ” 

Midas shook his head. 

“ And pray, what would satisfy you?” asked 
the stranger. “Merely for the curiosity of the 
thing I should like to know.” 

Midas paused and meditated. At last a 
bright idea occurred to him. 

Raising his head, he looked the lustrous 
stranger in the face. 

“Well, Midas,” observed the visitor, “TI see 
that you have at length hit upon something that 
will satisfy you. ‘Tell me your wish.” 

“Tt is only this,” replied Midas. “T am weary 
of collecting my treasures with so much trouble, 
and beholding the heap so diminutive, after I 
have done my best. I wish everything that I 
touch to be changed to gold!” 


THE GOLDEN ToUCcH. 165 


The stranger’s smile grew bright and radiant. 
“The Golden Touch!” exclaimed he. “ You 
certainly deserve credit, friend Midas, for strik- 
ing out so brilhant a faney. But are you quite 
sure that this will satisfy you?” 

“How could it fail?” said Midas. 

“And will you never regret the possession of 
it?” 

“What could induce me?” asked Midas. “T 
ask nothing else, to render me perfectly happy.” 

“Beit as you wish, then,” replied the stranger, 
waving his hand in token of farewell. ‘ 'To-mor- 
row, at sunrise, you will find yourself gifted with 
the Golden Touch.” 

Whether Midas slept as usual that night, the 
story does not say. But when the earliest sun- 
beam shone through the window, it seemed to 
him that this bright yellow sunbeam was re- 
flected in rather a singular way on the white 
eovering of the bed. . Looking more closely, 
what was his astonishment and delight, when 
he found that this linen fabric had been trans- 
muted to what seemed a woven texture of the 
purest and brightest gold! The Golden Touch 
had come to him with the first sunbeam! 

Midas started up, ina kind of joyful frenzy, 
and ran about the room, grasping at everything 
that happened to be in his way. He seized one 
of the bedposts, and it became immediately a 
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fluted golden pillar. He pulled aside a window- 
curtain in order to admit a clear spectacle of the 
wonders he was performing, and the tassel grew 
heavy in his hand,—a mass of gold. He took 
up a book from the table; at his first touch, it 
became a bundle of thin golden plates, in which 
all the wisdom of the book had grown illegible. 

He hurriedly put on his clothes, and was en- 
raptured to see himself in a magnificent suit of 
gold cloth, which retained its flexibility and soft- 
ness, although it burdened him a little with its 
weight. He drew out his handkerchief, which 
little Marygold had hemmed for him; that was 
likewise gold, with the dear child’s neat and 
pretty stitches running all along the border, in 
gold thread! Somehow or other, this last 
transformation did not quite please King Midas. 

But it was not worth while to vex himself 
about a trifle. Midas took his spectacles from 
his pocket, and put them on his nose. To his 
great perplexity, however, excellent as the 
glasses were, he discovered that he could not 
possibly see through them. It struck Midas 
as rather inconvenient, that, with all his wealth, 
he could never again be rich enough to own a 
pair of serviceable spectacles, 

“Tt is no great matter, nevertheless,” said he 
to himself, very philosophically. “We cannot 
expect any great good, without its being accom- 
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panied with some small inconvenience. The 
Golden Touch is worth the sacrifice of a pair of 
spectacles at least, if not of one’s very eyesight. 
My own eyes will serve for ordinary purposes, 
and lttle Marygold will soon be old enough to 
read to me.” Then he went down stairs, and 
smiled on observing that the balustrade of the 
stairease became a bar of burnished gold, as his 
hand passed over it, in his descent. He lifted 
the door-latch (it was brass only a moment ago, 
but golden when his fingers quitted it), and 
emerged into the garden. Here, as it happened, 
he found a great number of roses in full bloom, 
and others in all the stages of lovely bud and 
blossom. Their delicate blush was one of the 
fairest sights in the world. 

But Midas knew a way to make them far more 
precious than roses had ever been before. So 
he took great pains in going from bush to bush 
until every individual flower and bud, and even 
the worms at the heart of some of them, were 
changed to gold. By the time this good work 
was completed, King Midas was summoned to 
breakfast; and as the morning air had given 
him an excellent appetite, he made haste back 
to the palace. 

What was usually a king’s breakfast in the 
days of Midas, I really do not know, and cannot 
stop now to investigate. On this particular 
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morning, the breakfast consisted of hot cakes, 
some nice little brook trout, roasted potatoes, 
fresh boiled eggs, and coffee for King Midas 
himself, and a bowl of bread and milk for his 
daughter Marygold. 

Little Marygold had not yet made her appear- 
ance. Her father ordered her to be called, and 
seating himself at table, awaited the child’s 
coming, in order to begin his own breakfast. 
It was not a great while before he heard her 
coming along the passage, erying bitterly. 

When Midas heard her sobs, he determined to 
put little Marygold into better spirits by an 
agreeable surprise; so, leaning across the table, 
he touched his daughter’s bowl (which was a 
china one, with pretty figures all around it), and 
changed it into gleaming gold. 

Meanwhile, Marygold slowly and sadly opened 
the door, and showed herself with her apron at 
her eyes, still sobbing as if her heart would 
break. : 

“How now, my little lady!” eried Midas. 
“Pray, what is the matter with you, this bright 
morning?” 

Marygold, without taking the apron from her 
eyes, held out her hand, in which was one of the 
roses which Midas had so recently changed into 
gold, 

“Beautiful!” exelaimed her father. “And 


THE GOLDEN TOUCH. 169 


what is there in this magnificent golden rose to 
make you ery?” 

“Ah, dear father!” answered the child, between 
her sobs, “it is not beautiful, but the ugliest 
flower that ever grew! As soon as I was dressed, 
I ran into the garden to gather some roses for 
you; because I know you like them, and like 
them the better when gathered by your little 
daughter. But oh, dear, dear me! What do 
you think has happened? Such a sad thing! 
All the beautiful roses, that smelled so sweetly, 
and had so many lovely blushes, are blighted 
and spoilt! They are grown quite yellow, and 
have no longer any fragrance! What can have 
been the matter with them ?” 

“Pooh, my dear little girl—pray don’t ery 
about it!” said Midas. “Sit down, and eat 
your bread and milk. You will find it easy 
enough to exchange a golden rose like that 
(which will last hundreds of years), for an or- 
dinary one which would wither in a day.” 

“T don’t care for such roses as this!” cried 
Marygold, tossing it contemptuously away. “It 
has no smell, and the hard petals prick my 
nose!” 

The child now sat down to table, but was so 
occupied with her grief for the blighted roses that 
she did not even notice the wonderful change in 
her china bowl. 
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Midas, meanwhile, had poured out a cup of 
coffee; and, as a matter of course, the coffee-pot, 
whatever metal it may have been when he took 
it up, was gold when he set it down. He began 
to be puzzled with the difficulty of keeping his 
treasures safe. The cupboard and the kitchen 
would no longer be a secure place of deposit for 
articles so valuable as golden bowls and golden 
coffee-pots. 

Amid these thoughts, he lifted a spoonful of 
coffee to his lips, but lo, it became molten gold, 
and, the next moment, hardened into a lump! 

“Ha!” exclaimed Midas, rather aghast. 

“What is the matter, father?” asked little 
Marygold, gazing at him, with the tears still 
standing in her eyes. 

“Nothing, child, nothing!” said Midas. “Take 
your milk before it gets quite cold.” 

He took one of the nice little trout on his 
plate, and touched its tail with his finger. To 
his horror, it was immediately changed from a 
brook trout into a gold fish. Its little bones 
were now golden wires; its fins and tail were 
thin plates of gold; and there were the marks 
of the fork in it, and all the delicate, frothy 
appearance of a nicely fried fish, exactly imitated 
in metal. 

“T don’t quite see,” thought he to himself, 
“how I am to get any breakfast!” 
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He took one of the smoking-hot cakes, and 
had scarcely broken it, when it assumed the 
yellow hue of Indian meal. Its solidity and 
increased weight made him too bitterly sensible 
that it was gold. Almost in despair, he helped 
himself to a boiled egg, which immediately 
underwent a change similar to that of the trout 
and the cake. 

“Well, this is terrible!” thought he. “Such 
a costly breakfast before me, and nothing that 
ean be eaten!” 

Hoping that, by dint of great despatch, he 
might avoid what he now felt to be a considerable 
inconvenience, King Midas next snatched a hot 
potato, and attempted to cram it into his mouth, 
and swallow it in a hurry. But the Golden 
Touch was too nimble for him. He found his 
mouth full, not of mealy potato, but of solid 
metal, which so burnt his tongue that he roared 
aloud, and, jumping up from the table, began to 
dance and stamp about the room, both with pain 
and affright. 

“Wather, dear father!” cried little Marygold, 
who was a very affectionate child, “pray what is 
the matter? Have you burnt your mouth?” 

“Ah, dear child,” groaned Midas, “I don’t 
know what is to become of your poor father!” 

And, truly, did you ever hear-of such a piti- 
able case, in all your lives? 
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And what was to be done? How many days, 
think you, would he survive a continuance of 
this rich fare? 

Still he would have refused to give up the 
Golden Touch for so paltry a consideration as 
a breakfast. It would have been the same as 
paying millions and millions of money for some 
fried trout, an egg, a potato, a hot cake, and 
a cup of coffee. 

“Tt would be much too dear,” thought Midas. 

Nevertheless, so great was his hunger, and the 
perplexity of his situation, that he again groaned 
aloud, and very grievously too. Our pretty 
Marygold could endure it no longer. She sat a 
moment gazing at her father, and trying, with 
all the might of her lttle wits, to find out what 
was the matter with him. Then, with a sweet and 
sorrowful impulse to comfort him, she started 
from her chair, and, running to Midas, threw 
her arms affectionately about his knees. He 
bent down and kissed her. He felt that his little 
daughter’s love was worth a thousand times 
more than he had gained by the Golden Touch. 

“My precious, precious Marygold!” cried he. 

But Marygold made no answer. 

Alas, what had he done? The moment the 
lips of Midas touched Marygold’s forehead, a 
change had taken place. It was the prettiest 
and most woful sight that ever mortal saw. 
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All the features and tokens of Marygold were 
there; even the beloved little dimple remained 
in her golden chin. But, the more perfect was 
the resemblance, the greater was the father’s 
agony at beholding a golden image, which was 
all that was left him of his daughter. 

It had been a favorite phrase of Midas, when- 
ever he felt particularly fond of the child, to say 
that she was worth her weight in gold. And 
now the phrase had become hterally true. And, 
now, at last, when it was too late, he felt how 
infinitely a warm and tender heart, that loved 
him, exceeded in value all the wealth that could 
be piled up betwixt the earth and sky! 

It would be too sad a story, if I were to tell 
you how Midas, in the fulness of all his gratified 
desires, began to wring his hands and bemoan 
himself; and how he could neither bear to look 
at Marygold, nor yet to look away from her. 

While he was in this tumult of despair, he 
suddenly beheld the stranger that had bestowed 
the Golden Touch, standing near the door. 
Midas bent down his head, without speaking. 
The stranger’s countenance still wore a smile, 
which seemed to shed a yellow lustre all about 
the room, and gleamed on little Marygold’s 
image, and on the other objects that had been 
transmuted by the touch of Midas. 

“Well, friend Midas,” said the stranger, 
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“pray, how do you succeed with the Golden 
Touch?” 

Midas shook his head. 

““T am very miserable,” said he. 

“Very miserable! indeed!” exclaimed the 
stranger; “and how happens that? Have I not 
faithfully kept my promise with you? Have 
you not everything that your heart desired ?” 

“Gold is not everything,” answered Midas. 
“And I have lost all that my heart cared for.” 

“Ah! So you have made a discovery, since 
yesterday?” observed the stranger. “Let us 
see, then. Which of these two things do you 
think is really worth the most,—the gift of the 
Golden Touch, or one eup of clear cold water? ” 

“QO blessed water!” exclaimed Midas. “It 
will never moisten my parched throat again!” 

“The Golden Touch,” continued the stranger, 
“or a crust of bread?” 

‘A piece of bread,” answered Midas, “is worth 
all the gold on earth!” 

“The Golden Touch,” asked the stranger, “or 
your own little Marygold, warm, soft, and loving, 
as she was an hour ago?” 

“OQ my child, my dear child!” eried poor 
King Midas, wringing his hands. “I would not 
have given that one small dimple in her chin for 
the power of changing this whole big earth into 
a solid lump of gold!” 
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“You are wiser than you were, King Midas!” 
‘ said the stranger, looking seriously at him. 
“Your own heart, I perceive, has not been en- 
tirely changed from flesh to gold. Tell me 
now, do you sincerely desire to rid yourself 
of this Golden Touch?” 

“Tt is hateful to me!” replied Midas. 

A fly settled on his nose, but fell to the floor, 
for it too had become gold. Midas shuddered. 

“Go, then,” said the stranger, “and plunge 
into the river that glides past the bottom of your 
garden. Take likewise a vase of the same water, 
and sprinkle it over any object that you may 
desire to change back again from gold into its 
former substance. If you do this in earnestness 
and sincerity, it may possibly repair the mischief 
which your avarice has occasioned.” 

King Midas bowed low; and when he lifted 
his head, the lustrous stranger had vanished. 

You will easily believe that Midas lost no time 
in snatching up a great earthen pitcher. On 
reaching the river’s brink, he plunged headlong 
in, without waiting so much as to pull off his 
shoes. 

“Poof! poof! poof!” gasped King Midas, as 
his head emerged out of the water. ‘“ Well; this 
is really a refreshing bath, and I think it must 
have quite washed away the Golden Touch. 
And now for filling my pitcher!” 
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As he dipped the pitcher into the water, it 
gladdened his very heart to see it change from 
gold into the same good, honest, earthen vessel 
which it had been before he touched it. He was 
conscious, also. of a change within himself. 
No doubt his heart had been gradually losing 
its human substance, and been changing into 
insensible metal, but had now been softened 
back again into flesh. Perceiving a violet that 
grew on the bank of the river, Midas touched 
it with his finger, and was overjoyed to find 
that the delicate flower retained its purple hue, 
instead of undergoing a yellow blight. The 
curse of the Golden Touch had, therefore, been 
removed from him. 

King Midas hastened back to the palace, 
bringing home an earthen pitcher of water, 
which was to undo all the mischief that his 
folly had wrought. The first thing he did, as you 
need hardly be told, was to sprinkle it by hand- 
fuls over the golden figure of little Marygold. 

No sooner did it fall on her than the rosy 
eolor came back to the dear child’s cheek !— 
and how astonished she was to find herself 
dripping wet, and her father still throwing 
more water over her. 

“Pray do not, dear father!” cried she. “See 
how you have wet my nice frock, which I put on 
only this morning!” 


KING MIDAS RESTORING THE ROSES, 


THE GOLDEN TOUCH. OF Wee ie’ 


For Marygold did not know that she had been 
a little golden statue; nor could she remember 
anything that had happened since the moment 
when she ran with outstretched arms to comfort 
poor King Midas. 

Her father did not think it necessary to tell 
his beloved child how very foolish he had been, 
but contented himself with showing how much 
wiser he had now grown. For this purpose, he 
led little Marygold into the garden, where he 
sprinkled all the remainder of the water over the 
rose-bushes, and with such good effect that above 
five thousand roses recovered their beautiful 
bloom. There were two circumstances, however, 
which, as long as he lived, used to remind King 
Midas of the Golden Touch. One was, that the 
sands of the river in which he had bathed, 
sparkled lke gold; the other, that little Mary- 
gold’s hair had now a golden tinge, which he had 
never observed in it before she had been changed 
by the effect of his kiss. This change of hue 
was really an improvement, and made Mary- 
gold’s hair richer than in her babyhood. 

When King Midas had grown quite an old 
man, and used to take Marygold’s children on 
his knee, he was fond of telling them this mar- 
vellous story, pretty much as I have told it to 
you. And then would he stroke their glossy 
ringlets, and tell them that their hair likewise, 
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had a rich shade of gold, which they had inher- 
ited from their mother. 

“ And to tell you the truth, my precious little 
folks,” said King Midas, “ ever since that morn- 
ing, I have hated the very sight of all other gold, 


save this!” 
—NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. (Adapted.) 


THE SOLDIER’S DREAM. 


Our bugles sang truce, for the night-cloud had lowered, 
And the sentinel stars set their watch in the sky ; 
And thousands had sunk on the ground overpowered— 

The weary to sleep and the wounded to die. 


When reposing that night on my pallet of straw 
By the wolf-scaring fagot that guarded the slain, 
At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw, 
And thrice ere the morning I dreamt it again, ” 
Methought from the battle-field’s dreadful array, 
Far, far I had roamed on a desolate track ; 
"Twas autumn—and sunshine arose on the way 
To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me _ back. 


I flew to the pleasant fields traversed so oft 

In life’s morning march when my bosom was young ; 
T heard my own mountain-goats bleating aloft, 

And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sung. 
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Then pledged we the wine-cup, and fondly I swore 
From my home and my weeping friends never to part; 
My little ones kissed me a thousand times o’er, 
And my wife sobbed aloud in her fullness of heart. 


“Stay, stay with us!—rest; thou art weary and worn! ” 
And fain was their war-broken soldier to stay; 
But sorrow returned with the dawning of morn, 


And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away! 
. —THOMAS CAMPBELL, 


THE BUGLE SONG. 


7 ” £ splendor falls on castle walls 
4 And Oy summits old in story ; 


low, eee answer, ee ,—dying, dying, Sr 


O hark! O hear! how thin and clear, 
And thinner, clearer, farther going! 
O sweet and far, from cliff and scar, 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing! 
Blow! let us hear the purple glens replying ; 
Blow, bugle! answer, echoes,—dying, dying, dying. 


O love, they die in yon rich sky ; 
They faint on hill or field or river: 
Our echoes roll from soul to soul, 
And grow forever and forever. 
Blow, bugle, blow! set the wild echoes flying, 


And answer, echoes, answer,—dying, dying, dying. 
-—ALFRED TENNYSON, 
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FIDELITY. 


Srr Henry Havenock was one of the bravest 
soldiers and ablest generals that England has 
produced. He did splendid work during the 
mutiny in India in 1857, and was one of the 
generals who by rapid marches came to the 
relief of the small body of British troops that, 
with women and children and other residents, 
were shut up in Lucknow, and exposed to a 
‘hail of shot and shells which ceased neither 
day nor night. 

In the year 1849 he obtained leave of 
absence for the sake of his health, and returned 
to England for a short time. He took a 
house in one of the suburbs of London. One 
morning after breakfast he set out for the city 
on important business, taking with him his 
son, a little boy of about eleven years of age; 
and as his business might occupy a good deal 
of time, his intention was to return late in the 
evening. The two were soon in the heart of 
the great city among the hundreds of thou- 
sands who every hour stream along its streets, 
Suddenly, when at the north or city end of 
London Bridge, a thought struck the father, 
and he requested his son to remain where he 
was until he should rejoin him—which he 
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promised to do in a very short time. Sir 
Henry was quickly absorbed in the transaction 
of the different items of business which had 
drawn him to the city. He went from street 
to street and from office to office, making 
arrangements and discussing details with 
different persons, and his whole mind was 
filled with what he had to do. The press of 
work and discussion entirely drove his promise 
to his son out of his mind. He finished his 
business and made his way home to his house 
in the distant suburb. 

It was late in the evening when he got 
home, and one of the first questions put to 
him on entering was: “But where is Henry?” 

“Dear me!” he cried, “I have quite 
forgotten him; he must be at London Bridge 
still; I must go and fetch him at once.” 

“O do sit down and have something to eat,” 
said his wife. 

“Certainly not; I must not leave him there 
a minute longer than I can help.” He hurried 
off and made his way as speedily as he could 
by the same route which he had taken in the 
morning. He reached the bridge at midnight. 

There, on the very spot where he had left 
him twelve hours before, he found his faithful 
son pacing quietly up and down till his father 
should come to rejoin him. Hour after hour 
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had passed away, each hour becoming longer, 
more weary, and more leaden-footed than the 
last. But the boy stuck to his post. Day 
declined to evening, and evening passed into 
night. The eity church-clocks tolled with 
heart-wearying repetition the hours as they 
passed by, but the boy did not think of 
moving. Light came out after light; and the 
long lines of lamps streamed their broken 
reflections on the cold flowing river. But the 
boy quietly paced up and down, and stuck to 
his post. Tens of thousands of human faces 
swept past him, and he looked in vain for 
the face of his father among them. He began 
to feel cold and htngry—he was only eleven 
—and quite tired out; but he knew that his 
father would come, because he had made a 
promise. . 

Well, the boy was very glad when it was 
over, and the father was very glad to find 
his son at his post, and very sorry to think 
that he had forgotten his promise to him for 
so long. Many years after, in India, the son 
proved himself on several battle-fields to be 
as brave and tenacious and honorable, as a 
soldier, as he had been when a boy, and he 
afterwards wore the high distinction of the 
“Victoria Cross for valor in the face of the 
enemy.” 
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FIDELITY AND PERSEVERANCE. 


I live for those who love me, 
For those who know me true, 
For the heaven that smiles above me, 
And awaits my spirit, too; 
For the cause that needs assistance, 
For the wrong that needs resistance ; 
For the future in the distance, 
For the good that I can do. 


Never give up! ’Tis the secret of glory; 
Nothing so wise can philosophy preach ; 
Look at the lives that are famous in story ; 

‘““Never give up” is the lesson they teach. 


‘How have men compassed immortal achievements ? 
How have they moulded the world to their will ? 
’Tis that ’midst dangers and sorest bereavements, 
** Never give up” was their principle still. 


Fail !—fail ? 
In the lexicon of youth, which Fate reserves 
For a bright manhood, there’s no such word 


As—fail. 


We rise by things that are ’neath our feet ; 
By what we have mastered of good and gain 
By the pride deposed and the passion slain, 

And the vanquished ills that we hourly meet. 
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MORNING AFTER RAIN, 


THERE was @ roaring in the wind all night— 
The rain came heavily and fell in floods; 

But now the sun is rising calm and bright— 
The birds are singing in the distant woods; 
Over his own sweet voice the stock-dove broods; 
The jay makes answer as the magpie chatters; 


And all the air is filled with pleasant noise of waters. 


All things that love the sun are out of doors; 

The sky rejoices in the morning’s birth; 

The grass is bright with rain-drops; on the moors 

The hare is running races in her mirth, 

And with her feet she from the plashy earth 

Raises a mist that, glittering in the sun, 

Runs with her all the way, wherever she doth run. 
—WILLIAM WORDSWORTH, 
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HISTORY OF JOSEPH. 


THE particular favorite of Jacob among his 
twelve sons was Joseph, the eldest child of 
his beloved Rachel. This circumstance was 
perhaps sufficient to excite the envy and hatred 
of his brethren, but these feelings were 
increased by the reports of their misconduct 
which he earried to his father, and by two 
dreams which he had, indicating his future 
greatness. 

So strong did their dislike to him grow, 
that having gone to feed their flocks in a 
distant part of the country, and Joseph having 
been sent to inquire after their welfare, they 
determined when they saw him approach to 
put him to death. From this bloody pur- 
pose they were dissuaded by Reuben; but 
they sold him immediately after to a company 
of merchants who were traveling with spices 
from Gilead to Egypt. 

To deceive their father, and to keep him 
ignorant of what had been done with his 
favorite child, they dipped Joseph’s eoat of 
many colors in the blood of a kid, and, when 
they returned. home, showed it to him saying, 
“This have we found; see whether it be thy 
son’s coat or not?” Jacob knew the coat, and 


} 
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exclaimed with great anguish, “It is my 
son’s coat; an evil beast hath devoured him: 
Joseph is surely torn in pieces.” Then, rend- 
ing his elothes and putting sackcloth upon 
his lois, he mourned for Joseph many days. 
The rest of his family attempted to comfort 
him, but he refused their cédnsolation saying, 
“JT will go down to the grave unto my son 
mourning.” 

In the meantime Joseph is carried down 
into Egypt and sold as a slave to Potiphar, 
the captain of the king’s guard. But Divine 
Providence watches over him even in the 
land of the stranger. He soon gains the 
confidence of his master, who entrusts him 
with the charge of his whole household. 
After some time, however, being falsely accused 
by his master’s wife, he is thrown into 
prison, where he obtains the favor of the 
keeper, who commits all the other prisoners 
to his care. Among these are the chief 
butler and the chief baker of the king. Each 
of these men has a dream in one night, by 
which he is greatly perplexed. Joseph inter- 
prets the dreams, and his interpretation is 
verified by the event. Notwithstanding, from 
the forgetfulness of the chief butler whose 
restoration to favor Joseph had predicted, he 
continues in prison for two full years, 
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About the end of that time Pharaoh the 
king has two dreams in the same_ night, 
which his wise men are unable to interpret. 
The chief butler then remembers Joseph, who 
is instantly brought from prison into the 
royal presence. He explains to Pharaoh that 
the seven fat kine and the seven full ears of 
corn, which he saw in his dreams, signify 
Seven years of great abundance; and that the 
seven lean kine, and the seven thin ears of 
corn, are seven years of famine, which are to 
follow. He also recommends to the king to 
seek out a wise and discreet man, whom he 
may set over the land with the power of 
appointing officers to lay up corn during the 
plenteous years, aS a provision against the 
years of famine. 

The proposal meets with the approbation of 
the king, who appoints Joseph himself goy- 
ernor over all the land, arrays him in fine 
apparel, puts a ring upon his hand, and a gold 
chain about his neck, causes him to ride in 
his own second chariot, and bids all his sub- 
jects bow before him. Thus he whom his 
brethren sold as a slave, and whom his father 
still continued to mourn as dead, is raised in 
the course of a few years by one of those 
rapid changes by no means uncommon in 
Eastern countries to the highest office under 
the king in the land of Egypt. 
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The years of plenty come according to 
Joseph’s prediction, and by his directions 
abundance of corn is laid up in store-houses. 
The years of famine next arrive. All countries 
flock to Egypt for bread. Among others 
Joseph’s own brothers, with the exception of 
Benjamin who is kept at home by his father, 
repair thither. Joseph instantly recognizes 
them and recollects his youthful dreams, but 
perceiving that they do not know him, he 
speaks roughly to them, pretending to mistake 
them for spies. In vain they assert that they 
are true men and no spies; in vain they 
inform him ‘that they belong to a family in 
Canaan, in which there had once been twelve 
sons, of whom the youngest was then with 
his father, and one was not. He still affects 
to disbelieve them, having indeed no reason 
to trust them as to what they said of 
Benjamin, and insists that, in proof of the 
truth of their story, one of them shall go 
home and bring his brother, while the rest 
remain in Kgypt. After keeping them in 
confinement for three days, however, he con- 
tents himself with detaining one of them a 
prisoner, and permits the others to depart to 
bring down Benjamin. 

On the way home, they stop at an inn or 
caravansary, and are filled with astonishment 
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and alarm, when one of them, on opening his 
sack, to give food to his ass, finds the price 
of the corn in the mouth of the sack. At 
length they arrive at their father’s home, and 
tell him their singular story. Jacob is filled 
with grief at the thought of parting with 
Benjamin, reproaches them for having men- 
tioned that they had a brother, and refuses 
to let him go. “My son shall not go down 
with you,” says he; “for his brother is dead, 
and he is left alone; if mischief befall him by 
the way in which ye go, then shall ye bring 
down my gray hairs with sorrow to the grave.” 

But when the corn was nearly consumed, 
and the famine still continued, the patriarch 
was forced to yield.. He sends them away a 
second time, accompanied by Benjamin, with a 
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present to the governor, and double money in 
their sacks. They again arrive in Egypt, and 
are brought into Joseph’s own house. Alarmed 
at this, they explain to the steward about the 
money returned in their sacks. He endeavors 
to allay their fears, brings out their brother 
who had been detained a prisoner, gives them 
water to wash their feet, and furnishes 
provender to their asses. 

Joseph himself soon after appears. They 
produce their present, and bow before him to 
the earth. He asks kindly of their welfare, 
and inquires if the old man their father is still 
alive and well. Then, casting his eyes on 
Benjamin, he says, “Is this your younger 
brother of whom you told me?” and adds, 
“God be gracious unto thee, my son.” But 
the sight of his brother, the only other child 
of his own mother Rachel, is more than he 
ean bear. He makes haste to leave the apart- 
ment seeking where to weep, and he enters 
into his chamber and weeps there. As soon 
as he recovers himself, he entertains them 
hospitably and shows particular attention to 
Benjamin. 

Next morning, at day-break, they set out 
on their journey homewards. But scarcely 
have they gone out of the eity where Joseph 
dwelt, when they are overtaken by the steward, 
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who charges them with having stolen his 
lord’s cup. They deny the charge; ask if it 
is a lkely circumstance that they, who had 
brought again from Canaan the money which 
they had found in the mouths of their sacks, 
would steal from his lord’s house either gold 
or silver; and boldly declare that if the cup 
be found in the possession of any of them, 
not only he shall die for his crime, but all the 
rest will yield themselves as bondsmen. 

“Well now,” answers the steward, “let it be 
according to your words; he with whom the 
cup is found shall be my servant, and -ye shall 
be blameless.” 

They then take down their sacks, and the 
steward proceeds to search, beginning at the 
eldest and ending at the youngest. At the 
very time they begin to hope that the danger 
is past, the cup is found in Benjamin’s sack; 
in which, indeed, it had been previously 
placed by the steward himself, by the direction 
of his master. Filled with surprise and terror, 
they replace their sacks on their asses’ backs, 
and return with the steward to the city. 

“What deed is this that ye have done?” 
eries Joseph, when they are brought into his 
presence. Judah owns that they cannot clear 
themselves from the crime with which they 
are charged, and adds, “Behold, we are my 
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lord’s servants, both we, and he also with 
whom the cup is found.” 

“Be it far from me, that I should do so,” 
replies Joseph; “the man in whose hand the 
eup was found, let him be my servant; and 
as for you, go ye in peace to your father.” 

Then Judah comes near to him, and says: 
“Oh, my lord, let thy servant, I pray thee, 
speak a word in the ears of my lord, and let 
not thine anger burn against thy servant, for 
thou art even as Pharaoh. 

“My lord asked his servants, saying, ‘ Have 
ye a father or a brother?’ 

“And we said unto my lord, ‘We have a 
father, an old man, and a child of his old age, 
a little one; and his brother is dead, and he 
alone is left of his mother, and his father 
loveth him.’ 

“And thou saidst to thy servants, ‘ Bring 
him down, that I may set my eyes upon him.’ 

“And we said unto my lord, ‘The youth 
eannot leave his father, for if he should leave 
his father, his father would die.’ 

“And thou saidst to thy servants, ‘Except 
your youngest brother come down with you, ye 
shall see my face no more.’ 

“Now when we came up to thy servant my 
father, we told him the words of my lord. 
And our father said, ‘Go again, and buy us a 
little food.’ 
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“ And we said, ‘We cannot go down: if our 
youngest brother be with us, then will we go 
down; for we may not. see the man’s face 
except our youngest brother be with us.’ 

“And thy servant my father said unto us, 
‘Ye know that my wife bare unto me two sons, 
and the one went out from me, and [I said, 
surely he is torn in pieces, and I saw him 
not since; and if ye take this also from me, 
and mischief befall him, ye shall bring down 
my gray hairs with sorrow to the grave.’ 

“Now, therefore, when I come to thy ser- 
vant my father, and the youth be not with us, 
it will be that when he seeth that the youth 
is not with us, he will die; and thy servants 
shall bring down the gray hairs of thy servant 
our father with sorrow to the grave. For thy 
servant became surety for the youth to my 
father, saying, ‘If I bring him not unto thee, 
then shall I bear the blame to my father 
forever.’ Now, therefore, I pray thee, let thy 
servant abide instead of the youth a_ bond- 
man to my lord; and let the youth go up 
with his brethren. For how shall I go up to 
my father and the youth be not with me? 
lest peradventure I see the evil that shall come 
on my father.” 

Overpowered by this affecting appeal, and 
satisfied now that all they had told him, of 

13 
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his father being still alive, was true, Joseph 
can no longer refrain himself. He orders all 
others out of his presence and remains alone 
with his brothers. He then, giving full vent 
to his emotions, weeps aloud, saying as soon 
as he ean find utterance, “ I am Joseph: doth 
my father yet live?” 

Confounded at this declaration they can make 
no answer. He bids them draw near to him, 
and then, in a tone of the kindest affection, 
tells them that he is indeed Joseph, whom 
they sold into Egypt, but by no means to be 
grieved or angry with themselves for what 
they had done: “ For,” he adds, “it was not you 
who sent me hither, but God, who hath made 
me a ruler throughout all the land of Egypt. 
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“Haste ye, and go up to my father, and say 
unto him, ‘Thus saith thy son Joseph, God 
hath made me Lord of all Egypt; come down 
unto me, tarry not; and thou shalt dwell in 
the land of Goshen, and thou shalt be near 
unto me—thou and thy children and_ thy 
flocks and thy herds and all that thou hast; 
and there will I nourish thee.’” Then he fell 
upon his brother Benjamin’s neck and wept; 
and Benjamin wept upon his neck. Moreover 
he kissed all his brethren, and wept over them; 
and after that his brethren talked with him. 

The news soon reaches the ears of the king, 
who joins in the invitation for Joseph’s family 
to come down and settle m Egypt and fur- 
nishes them with wagons for their conveyance, 
tellmg them at the same time that they need 
not eare what they bring along with them, 
“for,” adds he, “the good of all the land of 
Egypt is yours.” 

Joseph’s brethren accordingly soon after 
depart laden with presents, and return to their 
father. The old man, on hearing their extra- 
ordinary tidings, has at first great difficulty in 
believing them; but, on finding them confirmed 
by the wagons and presents which they brought 
along with them, he with grateful transport 
exclaims, “It is enough; Joseph my son is yet 
alive; I will go and see him before I die.” 
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THE GRAY SWAN. 


“On! tell me, sailor, tell me true, 
Is my little lad, my Elihu, 
A-sailing with your ship?” 
The sailor’s eyes were dim with dew,— 
“ Your little lad, your Elihu?” 
He said with trembling lip,— 


“What little lad? What ship?” 


“What little lad? as if there could be 
Another such a one as he! 
What little lad, do you say? 
Why, Elihu, that took to sea 
The moment I put him off my knee! 
It was just the other day 
The Gray Swan sailed away |” 
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“The other day?” The sailor’s eyes 

Stood open with a great surprise :— 
“The other day {—The Swan?” 

His heart began in his throat to rise. 

““ Ay, ay, sir! here in the cupboard lies 
The jacket he had on!” 
‘* And so your lad is gone?” 


“Gone with the Swan !”—‘“ And did she stand 
With her anchor clutching hold of the sand, 
For a month and never stir ?” 
“Why, to be sure! I’ve seen from the land 
Like a lover kissing his lady’s hand, 
The wild sea kissing her,— 
A sight to remember, sir!” 


“But, my good mother, do you know 
All this was twenty years ago ! 

I stood on the Gray Swan’s deck, 
And to that lad I saw you throw 
(Taking it off, as it might be, so) 

The kerchief from your neck,”— 

‘Ay, and he'll bring it back !” 


*« And did the little lawless lad, 
That has made you sick, and made you sad, 
Sail with the Gray Swan’s crew ?” 
‘Lawless! The man is going mad! 
The best boy mother ever had :— 
Be sure he sailed with the crew ! 
What would you have him do?” 
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“ And he has never written line, 
Nor sent you word, nor made you sign, 
To say he was alive?” 
“Hold! if twas wrong, the wrong is mine ; 
Besides, he*may be in the brine ; 
And could he write from the grave ? 
Tut, man! What would you have?” 


“Gone twenty years,—a long, long cruise,— 
"Twas wicked thus your love to abuse ! 
But if the lad still live, 
And come back home, think you, you can 
Forgive him ?”—‘ Miserable man ! 
Youw’re mad as the sea ; you rave,— 
What have I to forgive?” 


The sailor twitched his shirt of blue, 

And from within his bosom drew 
The kerchief. She was wild. 

“Oh God, my Father! is it true? 

My little lad, my Elihu! 

And is it—is it—is it you? 
My blessed boy, my child, ? 
My dead, my living child!” 


—ALICE CARY, 


Habit is a cable: we weave a thread of it each day, and 


it becomes so strong we cannot break it. 
~HORACE MANN, 


Lost yesterday, somewhere between sunrise and sunset, 
two golden hours, each set with sixty diamond minutes. 


No reward is offered, for they are gone forever, 
HORACE MANN, 
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THE MOUSE AND THE MOONBEAM. 


WuHitst you were sleeping, little Dear-my- 
Soul, strange things happened; but that I saw 
and heard them, I should never have believed 
them. The clock stood, of course, in the 
corner, a moonbeam floated idly on the floor, 
and a little mauve mouse came from the hole 
in the chimney corner and frisked and 
seampered in the ight of the moonbeam upon 
the floor. 

The little mauve mouse was particularly 
merry; sometimes she danced upon two legs 
and sometimes upon four legs, but always 
very daintily and always very merrily. 

“Ah, me!” sighed the old clock, “how 
different mice are nowadays from the mice 
we used to have in the good old times! Now 
there was your grandma, Mistress Velvetpaw, 
and there was your grandpa, Master Sniff- 
whisker,—how grave and dignified they were! | 
“Many a night have I seen them dancing 
upon the carpet below me, but always the 
stately minuet and never that crazy frisking 
which you are executing now, to my surprise 
—yes, and to my horror, too.” 

“But why shouldn’t I be merry?” asked 
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the littlke mauve mouse. “To-morrow is 
Christmas and this is Christmas eve.” 

“So it is,” said the old clock. “TI had really 
forgotten all about it. But, tell me, what is 
Christmas to you, little Miss Mauve Mouse?” 

“A great deal to me!” cried the little 
mauve mouse. “I have been very good a 
very long time: I have not used any bad 
words, nor have I gnawed any holes, nor have 
I stolen any canary seed, nor have I worried 
my mother by running behind the flour barrel 
where that horrid trap is set. In fact, I have 
been so good that I’m very sure Santa Claus 
will bring me something very pretty.” 

This seemed to amuse the old clock mightily; 
in fact, the old clock fell to laughing so 
heartily that she struck twelve instead of ten, 
which was exceedingly careless. 

“Why, you silly little mauve mouse,” said 
the old clock, “you don’t believe in Santa 
Claus, do you?” . 

“Of course I do,” answered the little mauve 
mouse. “Believe in Santa Claus? Why 
shouldn’t I? Didn’t Santa Claus bring me a 
beautiful butter-cracker last Christmas, and a 
lovely gingersnap, and a delicious rind of 
cheese, and—and—lots of things? I should 
be very ungrateful if [ did not believe in 
Santa Claus, and I certainly shall not dis- 
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believe in him at the very moment when I 
am expecting him to arrive with a bundle of 
goodies for me.” 

“But if you believe in Santa Claus, why 
aren’t you in bed?” said the old clock. 

“That’s where I shall be presently,” answered 
the little mauve mouse, “but I must have my 
secamper, you know. It is very pleasant, I 
assure you, to frolic in the light of the moon; 
only I cannot understand why you are always 
so cold and so solemn and so still, you pale 
pretty little moonbeam.” 

“Indeed, I do not know that I am so,” said . 
the moonbeam. “But I am very old, and I 
have traveled many many leagues, and I have 
seen wondrous things. Sometimes I toss upon 
the ocean, sometimes I fall upon a slumbering 
flower. I see the fairies at their play and I 
hear mothers singing lullabies. Last night I 
swept across the frozen bosom of a river.” 

“How strangely you talk,” said the old 
clock. “Now, Dll warrant me that, if you 
wanted to, you could tell many a pretty and 
wonderful story. You must know many a 
Christmas tale; pray, tell us one to wear away 
this night of Christmas watching.” 

“T know but one,” said the moonbeam. “I 
have told it over and over again in every 
land and in every home, yet I do not weary 


of it. It is very simple. Should you like to 
hear it ? 


““Indeed we should,” said the old clock; “but 
before you begin, let me strike twelve, for I 
shouldn’t want to interrupt you.” 

When the old clock had performed this 
duty, the moonbeam began its story :—“‘ Upon 
so long ago that I can’t tell how 
long ago it was—lI fell upon a hillside. It 
was in a far distant country: this I know, 


a time 


because, although it was the Christmas time, 
it was not in that country as it is wont to be 
in countries to the north. Hither the snow 
king never came, flowers bloomed all the year, 
and at all times the lambs found pleasant 
pasturage on the hillsides. 
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“The night wind was balmy and there was 
a fragrance of cedar in its breath. There were 
violets on the hillside and I fell amongst 
them and lay there. I kissed them and they 
awakened. ‘Ah, is it you, little moonbeam?’ 
they said, and they nestled in the grass which 
the lambs had left uncropped. 

‘A shepherd lay upon a broad stone on the 
hillside; above him spread an olive tree, old, 
ragged, and gloomy. The shepherd’s name was 
Benoni. Wearied with long watching he had 
fallen asleep; his crook had slipped from his 
hand. ‘Upon the hillside, too, slept the shep- 
herd’s flock. JI had counted them again and 
again; I had stolen across their gentle faces 
and brought them pleasant dreams of green 
pastures and of cool water-brooks. 

“¢ Ah, is it you, little moonbeam?’ quoth 
the violets. ‘You have come in good time. 
Nestle here with us, and see wonderful things 
come to pass.’ 

“¢ What are these wonderful things of which 
you speak?’ I asked. 

“*We heard the old olive tree telling of 
them to-night,’ said the violets. 

““Do not go to sleep, little violets,’ said the 
old olive tree, ‘for this is Christmas night, 
and the Master shall walk upon the hillside 
in the glory of the midnight hour.’ 
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“So we waited and watched; one by one 
the lambs fell asleep; one by one the stars 
peeped out; the shepherd nodded and ecrooned 
and crooned atid nodded, and at last he, too, 
went fast asleep, and ‘his crook slipped from 
his keeping. “Then we called to the old olive 
tree yonder, asking how soon the midnight 
hour would come; but all the old olive tree 
answered was, ‘Presently, presently,’ and 
finally we, too, fell asleep, wearied by our 
long watching, and lulled by the rocking and 
swaying of the old olive tree in the breezes of 
the night. 

“* But who is this Master?’ I asked. 

“* A child, a little child,’ they answered. 
‘He is called the little Master by the others. 
He comes here often and plays among the 
flowers of the hillside, Sometimes the lambs, 
gamboling too carelessly, have crushed and 
bruised us so that we lie bleeding and are 
likely to die; but the little Master heals our 
wounds and refreshes us once again.’ 

“T marveled much to hear these fhings. 
‘The midnight hour is at hand,’ said I, ‘and 
I will abide with you to see this little Master 
of whom you speak.’ So we nestled among 
the verdure of the hillside and sang songs 
one to another, 

“*Come away!’ called the night wind; ‘I 
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know a beauteous sea not far hence, upon 
whose bosom you shall float, float, float away 
out into the mists and clouds, if you will 
come with me.’ “But I hid under the violets 
and amid the tall grass that the night wind 
might not woo me with its pleading. ‘Ho 
there, old olive tree!’ cried the violets; ‘do 
you see the little Master coming? Is not the 
midnight hour at hand?’ 

“*T can see the town yonder,’ said the 
old olive tree. ‘A _ star beams bright over 
Bethlehem, the iron gates swing open, and 
the little Master comes.’ 

“Two children came to the hillside. The 
one, older than his comrade, was Dimas the 
son of Benoni. He was rugged and sinewy, 
and over his brown shoulders was flung a 
goatskin; a leathern cap did not confine his 
long dark curly hair. The other child was 
he whom they called the little Master; about 
his slender form clung raiment white as snow, 
and around his face of heavenly innocence 
fell curls of golden yellow. 

“So beautiful a child I had not seen before, 
nor have I ever since seen such as he; and 
as they came together to the hillside, there 
seemed to glow about the little Master’s head 
a soft white light, as if the moon had sent its 
tenderest fairest beams to kiss those golden curls. 
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“¢What sound was that?’ eried Dimas, for 
he was exceeding fearful. 

““Have no fear, Dimas,’ said the little 
Master. ‘Give me thy hand, and I will lead 
thee.’ ; 

“Presently they came to the rock whereon 
Benoni the shepherd lay; and they stood 
under the old olive tree, and the old olive tree 
swayed no longer in the night wind, but bent 
its branches reverently in the presence of the 
little Master. It seemed as if the wind, too, 
stayed in its shifting course just then; for 
suddenly there was a solemn hush. 

“«Mhy father sleeps,’ said the little Master, 
‘and it is well that it is so; for that I love 
thee, Dimas, and that thou shalt walk with 
me in my Father’s kingdom, I would show 
thee the glories of my birthright.’ 

“Then all at once sweet music filled the 
air, and light greater than the light of day 
illumined the sky and fell upon all that 
hillside. The heavens opened, and angels 
singing joyous songs walked to the earth. 
More wondrous still, the stars falling from 
their places in the sky clustered upon the old 
olive tree, and swung hither and thither like 
colored lanterns. The flowers of the hillside 
all awakened, and they, too, danced and sang. 
“The angels coming hither hung gold and © 
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silver and jewels and precious stones upon the 
old olive tree, where swung the stars; so that 
the glory of that sight, though I might live 
forever, I shall never see again. 

“When Dimas heard and saw these things 
he fell upon his knees, and catching the hem 
of the little Master’s garment he kissed it. 

“Greater joy than this shall be thine, 
Dimas,’ said the little Master; ‘but first must 
all things be fulfilled.’ 

“ All through that Christmas night did the 
angels come and go with their sweet anthems; 
all through that Christmas night did the stars 
dance and sing; and when it came my time 
to steal away, the hillside was still beautiful 
with the glory and the music of heaven.” 

“Well, is that all?” asked the old clock. 

“No,” said the moonbeam; “but I am nearly 
done. The years went on. Sometimes I tossed 
upon the ocean’s bosom, sometimes I scampered 
o’er a battlefield, sometimes I lay upon a dead 
child’s face. I heard the voices of Darkness 
and mothers’ lullabies and sick men’s prayers, 
—and so the years went on. 

“T fell one night upon a hard and furrowed 
face. It was of ghostly pallor. A thief was 
dying on the cross, and this was his wretched 
face. About the cross stood men with staves 
and swords and spears, but none paid heed 
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unto the thief. Somewhat beyond this cross 
another was lifted up, and upon it was 
stretched a human body my lght fell not upon. 
“But I heard a voice that somewhere I had 
heard before,—though where I did not know, 
‘—and this voice blessed those that railed and 
jeered and shamefully entreated. And _ sud- 
denly the voice called ‘Dimas, Dimas!’ and the 
thief upon whose hardened face I rested made 
answer. “Then I saw that it was Dimas; yet 
to this wicked criminal there remained but 
little of the shepherd child whom I had seen in 
all his innocence upon the hillside. Long years 
of sinful life had seared their marks into his 
face; yet now, at the sound of that familiar 
voice, somewhat of the old-time boyish look 
came back, and I seemed to see the shepherd’s 
son again. 
“<The Master!’ cried Dimas, and he stretched 
forth his neck that he might see him that spake. 
““¢) Dimas, how art thou changed!’ cried 
the Master, yet there was in his voice no tone 
of rebuke save that which cometh of love. 
“Then Dimas wept and in that hour he 
forgot his pain. And the Master’s consoling 
voice and the Master’s presence there wrought 
in the dying criminal such a new spirit that, 
when at last his head fell upon his bosom 
and the men about the cross said that he 
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was dead, it seemed as if I shined, not upon 
a felon’s face, but upon the face of the gentle 
shepherd lad, the son of Benoni. “ And shining 
on that dead and peaceful face, I bethought 
me of the little Master’s words that he had 
spoken under the old olive tree upon the hill- 
side: ‘Your eyes behold the promised glory 
now, O Dimas,’ I whispered, ‘for with the 
Master you walk in Paradise.’” 

Ah, little Dear-my-Soul, you know—you 
know whereof the moonbeam spake. The 
shepherd’s bones are dust, the flocks are 
scattered, the old olive tree is gone, the 
flowers of the hillside are withered, and none 
knoweth where the grave of Dimas is made. 
But last night again there shined a star over 
Bethlehem, and the angels descended from the 
sky to earth, and the stars sang together in 
glory. And the bells,—hear them, little Dear- 
my-Soul, how sweetly they are ringing,—the 
bells bear us the good tidings of great joy this 
Christmas morning, that our Christ is born, 
and that with him he bringeth peace on earth 
and goodwill toward men. 


Kind hearts are the gardens, 

Kind thoughts are the roots, 

Kind words are the blossoms, 

Kind deeds are the fruits. 
14 
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THE MAY QUEEN. 


You must wake and* call me early, call me early, mother 
dear ; 

To-morrow ‘ll be the- happiest time of all the glad 
New-year ; 

Of all the glad New-year, mother, the maddest merriest 
day ; 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


There’s many a black black eye, they say, but none so 
bright as mine; 

There’s Margaret and Mary, there’s Kate and Caroline: 

But none so fair as little Alice in all the land they say, 

So I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 
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I sleep so sound all night, mother, that I shall never 
wake, 

Tf you do not call me loud when the day begins to © 
break : 

But I must gather knots of flowers, and buds and 
garlands gay, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


As I came up the valley whom think ye should I see, 

But Robin leaning on the bridge beneath the hazel-tree? 

He thought of that sharp look, mother, I gave him 
yesterday, 

But I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


He thought I was a ghost, mother, for I was all in white 

And [I ran by him without speaking, like a flash of light. 

They call me cruel-hearted, but I care not what they say, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


They say he’s dying all for love, but that can never be: 

They say his heart is breaking, mother—what is that 
to me? 

There’s many a bolder lad ’ill woo me any summer day, 

And I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


Little Effie shall go with me to-morrow to the green, 
And you'll be there, too, mother, to see me made the 


Queen ; 
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For the shepherd lads on every side ’ill come from far 
away, 

‘And I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


The honeysuckle round the porch has wov’n its wavy 
bowers, 

And by the meadow-trenches blow the faint sweet 
cuckoo-flowers ; 

And the wild marsh-marigold shines like fire in swamps 
and hollows gray, 

And I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I'm to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


The night winds come and 
meadow-grass, 


go, mother, upon the 


And the happy stars above them seem to brighten as 
they pass; 

There will not be a drop of rain the whole of the 
livelong day, 

And I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o° the May. 


All the valley, mother, ’ill be fresh and green and still, 

And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all the hill, 

And the rivulet in the flowery dale ’ill merrily glance 
and play, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


So you must wake and call me early, call me early, 
mother dear, 

To-morrow ’ill be the happiest time of all the glad 
New-year: 
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To-morrow ‘ill be of all the year the maddest merriest 
day, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May. 


NEW YEAR’S EVE. 


If youre waking call me early, call me early, mother 
dear, 

For I would see the sun rise upon the glad New-year. 

It is the last New-year that I shall ever see, 

Then you may lay me low i’ the mould and think no 
more of me. 


To-night I saw the sun set: he set and left behind 

The good old year, the dear old time, and all my peace 
of mind; 

And the New-year’s coming up, mother, but I shall 
never see 

The blossom on the blackthorn, the leaf upon the tree. 


Last May we made a crown of flowers: we had a 
merry day; 

Beneath the hawthorn on the green they made me 
Queen of May; 

And we danced about the may-pole and in the hazel 
copse, 

Till Charles’ Wain came out above the tall white 


chimney-tops. 


There’s not a flower on all the hills: the frost is on the 


pane: 
I only wish to live till the snowdrops come again ; 
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I wish the snow would melt and the sun come out on 
high: 
T long to see a flower so before the day I die. 


The building rook ‘Il caw from the windy tall elm-tree, 

And the tufted plover pipe along the fallow lea, 

And the swallow ‘ill come back again with summer o’er 
the wave, 

But I shall lie alone, mother, within the mouldering 


rave. 
§ * 


Upon the chancel-casement and upon that grave of mine 

In the early early morning the summer sun ’ill shine, 

Before the red cock crows from the farm upon the hill, 

When you are warm-asleep, mother, and all the world 
is still. 


When the flowers come again, mother, beneath the 
waning light 

You'll never see me more in the long gray fields at 
night, 

When from the dry dark wold the summer airs blow cool 

On the oat-grass and the sword-grass and the bulrush 
in the pool. 


You'll bury me, my mother, just beneath the hawthorn 
shade, 

And you'll come sometimes and see me where I am 
lowly laid. 

T shall not forget you, mother, T shall hear you when 
you pass, 

With your feet above my head in the long and pleasant 
grass, 
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I have been wild and wayward, but you'll forgive me 
now 

You'll kiss me, my own mother, and forgive me ere I go; 

Nay, nay, you must not weep, nor let your grief be wild; 

You should not fret for me, mother, you have another 
child. 


If I can Jl come again, mother, from out my resting 
place ; | 

Tho’ you'll not see me, mother, I shall look upon your 
face; 

Tho’ I cannot speak a word, I shall harken what you 
say, 

And be often, often with you when you think I’m far 
away. 


Goodnight, goodnight, when I have said goodnight for 
evermore, 

And you see me carried out from the threshold of the 
door, 

Don’t let Effie come to see me till my grave be growing 
green: 

She'll be a better child to you than ever I have been. 


She'll find my garden-tools upon the granary floor: 

Let her take ’em: they are hers: I shall never garden 
more: 

But tell her, when I’m gone, to train the rosebush that 
I set 

About the parlor-window, and the box of mignonette. 


Goodnight, sweet mother: call me before the day is 
born. 
All night I lie awake, but I fall asleep at morn; 
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But I would see the sun rise upon the glad New-year, 
So, if you’re waking, call me, call me early, mother dear. 


CONCLUSION, 


I thought to pass away before, and yet alive I am; 

And in the fields all round I hear the bleating of the 
lamb. 

How sadly, I remember, rose the morning of the year! 

To die before the snowdrop came, and now the violet’s 
here. 


O sweet is the new violet that comes beneath the skies, 

And sweeter is the young lamb’s voice to me that 
cannot rise, 

And sweet is all the land about, and all the flowers 
that blow, 

And sweeter far is death than life to me that long to 


go. 


It seem’d so hard at first, mother, to leave the blessed 
sun, 

And now it seems as hard to stay, and yet His will be 
done! 

But still I think it can’t be long before I find release; 

And that good man, the clergyman, has told me words 
of peace. 


O blessings on his kindly voice and on his silver hair! 

And blessings on his whole life long, until he meet me 
there ! 

O blessings on his kindly heart and on his silver head ! 

A thousand times I blest him as he knelt beside my 
bed. 
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He taught me all the mercy for he show’d me all the 
sin. 

Now, tho’ my lamp was lighted late, there’s One will 
let me in: | 

Nor would I now be well, mother, again if that could be, 

For my desire is but to pass to Him that died for me. 


I did not hear the dog howl, mother, or the death- 
watch beat, 

There came a sweeter token when the night and morn- 
ing meet: 

But sit beside my bed, mother, and put your hand in 
mine, 

And Effie on the other side, and I will tell the sign. 


All in the wild March-morning I heard the angels call; 

It was when the moon was setting and the dark was 
over all; 

The trees began to whisper and the wind began to roll, 

And in the wild March-morning I heard them call my 
soul. 


For lying broad awake I thought of you and Effie 
dear ; 

I saw you sitting in the house, and I no longer here; 

With all my strength I pray’d for both and so T felt 
resign’d, 

And up the valley came a swell of music on the wind. 


I thought that it was fancy and [I listen’d in my bed, 
And then did something speak to me—I know not 


what was said; 
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For great delight and shuddering took hold of all my 
mind, 
And up the valley came again the music on the wind. 


But you were sleeping; and I said, ‘It’s not for them: 

it’s mine.’ 

And if it come three times, I thought, I take it for a 
sign. 

And once again it came, and close beside the window- 
bars, 

Then seem’d to go right up to Heaven and die among 
the stars. 


So now I think my time is near. I trust it is. I 
know 

The blessed musie went that way my soul will have to 
go. 

And for myself, indeed, I care not if I go to-day. 

But, Effie, you must comfort her when I am past away. 


And say to Robin a kind word and tell him not to 


fret; 

There’s many a worthier than I, would make him happy 
yet. 

If I had lived—I cannot tell—I might have been his 
wife, 


But all these things have ceased to be with my desire 


of life. P 


O look! the sun begins to rise, the heavens are in a 
glow ; 

He shines upon a hundred fields and all of them I 
* know, 
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And there - move no longer now and there His light 
' may shine— 
Wild flowers in the valley for other hands than mine. 


O sweet and strange it seems to me that, ere this day 
is done, 

The voice that now is speaking may be beyond the 
sun— | 

_For ever and for ever with those just souls and true— 

And what is life, that we should moan? Why make 


we such ado? 


For ever and for ever all in a blessed home— 

And there to wait a little while till you and Effie 
come— 

To le within the light of God as I lie upon your 
breast— 

And the wicked cease from troubling and the weary 


are at rest. 


A dreamer dropped a random thought; 
"Twas old and yet ’twas new; 

A simple fancy of the brain 
But strong in being true. 


It shone upon a genial mind, 
And lo! its light became 
A lamp of life, a beacon ray, 
A monitory flame. 
—Charles Mackay. 
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THE SENTINEL’S POUCH. 
\ 


Private WituiAmM Baum, of the Prussian 
army, as ‘he stood peering into the darkness, 
was almost wishing that the Austrians and 
Russians, whose camp-fires he could see along 
the other side of the valley, would make an 
attack and give him something else to do 
than shiver in the wet. 

But they did not; and Baum growing 
eolder and wetter every minute wished him- 
self back in his snug little apple-orchard at 
the foot of the “Giant Mountains,” where he 
used to be in bed every night before the 
village clock tolled ten, after a good supper of 
brown bread and cabbage. 

“Tf the king had to be out in a night of 
this sort,” he said aloud, “he’d soon be as 
tired of war as I am.” 

“ And how do you know he hasn’t?” broke 
in a sharp voice close beside him. 

At once Baum was himself again. The first 
sign of a stranger approaching his post re- 
called him to his duty as a soldier. His musket 
was at his shoulder in a moment, and his 
voice rang out clear and stern,— 

“Stand! Who goes there?” 

“A friend,” replied the unknown. 
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“ Advance, friend, and give the pass-word.” 

“<The Prussian eagle.’ ” 

“Pass friend; all’s well.” 

But instead of passing on the stranger came 
elose up to the sentry, who could just make 
out by a stray gleam of moonlight that his 
visitor was wrapped in a horseman’s cloak, 
‘and had a hat drawn over his eyes in such a 
way as to hide his face. 

“You seem to have rather damp quarters 
here, comrade,” said he. ‘Why don’t you 
have a smoke to warm yourself a bit?” 

“Smoke!” replied the sentry. ‘‘ Why, where 
do you come from, brother, not to know that 
smoking on duty is forbidden ?”’ 

“But suppose the king gave you leave to 
smoke?” said the stranger. 

“The king!” answered the soldier, gruffly. 
“What would my captain say? Long before 
the king could hear of it, the drummer’s cane 
would make acquaintance with my back.” 

“Pooh! the captain’s not here to see you. 
Out with your pipe, man. [I'll tell no tales.” 

“Look here, you rascal!” eried the soldier, 
in an angry tone, “‘I half suspect you’re some 
fellow who wants to get me into trouble. 
Now if that’s so you had better be off before 
worse comes of it, for if you say any more 
Tl give you a cuff you won’t like.” 
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“Td like to see you try it,” said the other, 
with a laugh. 

The soldier’s only reply was a blow which 
sent the stranger’s battered old hat flying into 
the air, while he himself staggered back several 
paces. 

“Very good,” said he recovering himself 
and speaking in quite a different tone. ‘You'll 
hear of this to-morrow, my man, and get 
what you deserve, never fear. Good-night to 
you. 

He stooped as he spoke, and picking up 
something from the ground vanished into the 
darkness. The sudden change in his unknown 
visitor’s tone and manner, and his _ parting 
threat, caused some uneasiness to Baum. He 
began to fear that he had insulted an officer 
of high rank—a colonel at the very least, 
perhaps even a general. ‘“‘ However,” thought 
he, “he doesn’t know my name, that’s one 
comfort; and he won’t find it very easy to 
describe the spot where I was posted, seeing 
that the night is so dark.” 

But the next moment he gave a terrible 
start, for he had just missed his tobacco- 
pouch which usually hung at his belt; and 
he remembered having seen the stranger pick 
up something as he went off. It must have 
been the pouch, and his name was upon it 
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in full. There was not much sleep for poor 
Baum that night although he was relieved 
from guard half an hour later. He tried to 
keep up his courage by telling himself over 
and over again that the general could hardly 
punish him for obeying orders; but even 
this did not comfort him much, for in those 
days there were very few things which a 
general could not do to a private soldier. 

The next morning, sure enough, a corporal 
and four men came to conduct Private 
Wiliam Baum to headquarters; and when he 
got there he found all the generals standing 
around a little lean bright-eyed man in a 
very shabby dress, whom Baum knew at 
onee to be the king himself—Frederick the 
Great of Prussia. 

“Gentlemen,” said Frederick with a sharp 
glance at the unlucky sentry, ‘what does 
a Prussian soldier deserve who strikes his 
lone 7 

“Death,” answered the generals with one 
voice. 

“Good!” said Frederick. ‘Here is the man.” 

And he held out a tobaeco-pouch with the 
name of “ William Baum.” 

“Mercy, sire, mercy!” cried Baum, falling 
on his knees. “I never thought it was your 
Majesty with whom I was speaking.” | 
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“No, I don’t suppose you did,” said the 
king clapping him on the shoulder; “and I 
hope all my soldiers will obey orders as well 
as you do. I said you should get what you 
deserve, and so you shall, for I’ll make you 


sergeant this very day.” 
And the king kept his word. 


SOLDIER, REST! 


Souprer, rest! Thy warfare o’er, 

‘Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking ; 
Dream of battle-fields no more, 

Days of danger, nights of waking. 
In our isle’s enchanted hall 

Hands unseen thy couch are strewing, 
Fairy strains of music fall 

Every sense in slumber dewing. 
Soldier, rest! Thy warfare o’er, ; 
Dream of fighting fields no more; 
Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking, 
Morn of toil, or night of waking. 


No rude sound shall reach thine ear, 
Armor’s clang or war-steed champing; 
Trump nor pibroch summon here 
Mustering clan, or squadron tramping. 
Yet the lark’s shrill fife may come 
At the day-break from the fallow, 
And the bittern sound his drum 
Booming from the sedgy shallow. 
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Ruder sounds shall none be near; 

Guards nor warders challenge here; 
Here’s no war-steed’s neigh and champing, 
Shouting clans, or squadrons stamping. 


—SIR WALTER SCOTT. 


BIRDS IN SUMMER. 


Oy CUR 


How pleasant the life of a bird must 
be, 

Flitting about in each leafy tree: 

In the leafy trees so broad and 
tall, 

Like a green and beautiful palace- 
hall 

With its airy chambers light and 
boon, 

That open to sun, and stars, and 
moon ! 

That open unto the bright blue sky. 

And the frolicsome winds as they 
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They have left their nests in the forest bough; 
Those homes of delight they need not now; 

And the‘young and the old they wander out , 
And traverse their green world round about; 
And hark! at the top of this leafy hall, 

How one to the other they lovingly call: 

“Come up, come up!” they seem to say, 
“Where the topmost twigs in the breezes aout 


“Come up, come up, for the world is fair 
Where the merry leaves dance in the summer air,” 
And the birds below give back the ery: 
“We come, we come, to the branches high !” 
How pleasant the life of a bird must be | 
Flitting about in a leafy tree; 

And away through the air what joy to go, 
And to look on the bright green earth below. 


How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 
Wherever it listeth there to flee; 

To go, when a joyful fancy calls, 

Dashing adown ’mong the waterfalls, 

Then wheeling about with its mates at play, 
Above and below, and among the spray, 
Hither and thither, with screams as wild 


As the laughing mirth of a rosy child! 


How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 
Skimming about on the breezy sea, 

Cresting the billows like silvery foam, 

And then wheeling away to its cliff-built home 
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What joy it must be to sail, upborne 
By a strong free wing, through the rosy morn, 


To meet the young sun face to face, 
And pierce like a shaft the boundless space! 


What joy it must be, like a living breeze, 
To flutter about ’mong the flowering trees; 
Lightly to soar and to see beneath 

The wastes of the blossoming purple heath, 
And the yellow furze like fields of gold 
That gladden some fairy regions old! 

On mountain tops, on the billowy sea, 

On the leafy stems of the forest tree, 
How pleasant the life of a bird must be! 


—MARY HOWITTI, 
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LINES ON A SKELETON. 


Benoéup this ruin! “Iwas a skull 

Once of ethereal spirit full; 

This narrow cell was life’s retreat, 

This space was thought’s mysterious seat. 
What beauteous visions filled this spot, 
What dreams of pleasure long forgot! 
Nor hope nor pleasure, joy nor fear, 
Has left one trace of record here. 


Beneath this mouldering canopy 

Once shone the bright and busy eye; 

But start not at the dismal void; 

If social love that eye employed, 

If with no lawless fire it gleamed 

But through the dews of kindness beamed, 
That eye shall be forever bright 

When stars and suns are sunk in night. 


Within this hollow cavern hung 

The ready, swift, and tuneful tongue; 

If falsehood’s honey it disdained 

And where it could not praise was chained 
If bold in virtue’s cause it spoke 

Yet gentle concord never broke, 

This silent tongue shall plead for thee 
When time unveils eternity. 


Say, did these fingers delve the mine? 
Or with its envied rubies shine? 

To hew the rock, or wear the gem, 
Can little now avail to them ; 
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But if the path of truth they sought, 
Or comfort to the mourner brought, 
These hands a richer meed shall claim 
Than all that wait on Wealth or Fame. 


Avails it whether bare or shod 

These feet the path of duty trod? 

Jf from the bowers of Ease they fled 

To seek Affliction’s humble bed, 

If Grandeur’s guilty bribe they spurned, 
‘ And home to Virtue’s cot returned, 

These feet with angels’ wings shall vie 

And tread the palace of the sky. 


ALADDIN, OR THE WONDERFUL LAMP. 


In the capital of one of the richest king- 
doms of China there once lived a tailor named 
Mustapha. He was very poor and could hardly 
support himself, his wife, and their only son, 
whose name was Aladdin. The boy was 
careless and indolent, and his idle disposition 
troubled Mustapha so much that his grief cost 
him his life. Aladdin being no longer restrained 
by his father indulged his indolence to the 
utmost, and was not ashamed to be supported 
by his mother’s labor. 

One day, as he was amusing himself with 
his companions, a stranger stopped to observe 
him. This stranger was im fact so noted a 
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wizard that he was called “the African Ma- 
gician,” and he had arrived from his own coun- 
try only two days before. After looking at the 
youth for some time, he inquired among his 
playmates who the lad was, and _ presently 
learned his little history. The wily African 
then went up to him and asked him if his 
father was not called Mustapha the tailor? 
“He was so called,” replied the boy, “but he 
has been dead for some time.” At this account 
the magician pretended to burst into tears 
and told him he was his father’s brother. 

The following day the magician took Aladdin 
out with him and gave him money and 
handsome clothes, promising to set him up in 
business. He afterwards conducted him to the 
gardens belonging to the nobility situated in 
the suburbs of the city. Aladdin was highly 
delighted, so his false uncle led him by degrees 
into the country. 

At length they came to a valley which 
separated two mountains of nearly the same 
height. The wizard told Aladdin he would 
show him some very wonderful things hitherto 
unknown to mortals. Directing him to gather 
a pareel of dry sticks and kindle a fire, the 
African cast a perfume into it and pronounced 
certain magical words. Immediately a great 
smoke arose, after which the earth trembled a 
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little, and opening revealed a stone about half 
8 yard square with a brass ring fixed in the 
centre for‘the purpose of lifting it up. 

Aladdin was very much alarmed, and was 
about to run away when he was roughly 
stopped by the magician: “There is hidden,” 
said he, “under that stone a treasure that is 
destined for you and that will one day make 
you richer than the greatest potentate of the 
earth. No one but you is permitted to touch 
or lift this stone, or go beneath it; but you 
must carefully observe all my instructions. 
Pronounce the names of your father and grand- 
father, take hold of the ring, and you may lift 
the stone without any difficulty.” Aladdin did 
as he was directed, and, in spite of its im- 
mense size, he removed the stone with great 
ease and discovered a hole several feet deep 
and steps to descend lower, 

“Observe,” said the wizard, “what I am 
going to say to you. Not only the possession 
of the treasure, but your life itself, will depend 
on your careful attention. Though I have 
opened this eave, I am forbidden to enter it: 
that honor is permitted only to you. Go down 
boldly, then. You will find at the bottom of 
these steps three great halls, in each of which 
you will see a large number of coffers full of 
gold and silver. Be sure you do not meddle 
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with them; nor must you suffer even your 
garments to touch the walls. If you do, you 
will instantly perish. When you have passed 
through these halls you will come to a garden, 
Here you will be perfectly safe, and may 
handle any thing you see. At the farther end 
of it you will find a lamp, burning in a niche. 
Extinguish it, throw away the wick, pour out 
the liquid that is within it, and put the lamp 
in your bosom to bring to me.” 

When the magician had given these direc- 
tions to Aladdin he took a ring off his finger, 
and put it on that of his pretended nephew, 
telling him that it would preserve him from 
all evil. ‘“Descend boldly,” he added, “and we 
shall both become immensely rich for the rest 
‘of our lives.” Aladdin obeyed exactly. He 
entered the garden, secured the lamp, put it in 
his bosom, and began calmly to look about 
him. He found that the trees were loaded 
with fruits of many colors,—transparent, white, 
red, green, blue, purple, and yellow. The 
transparent were diamonds; the white, pearls; 
the red, rubies; the green, emeralds; the blue, 
turquoises; the purple, amethysts; and the 
yellow, sapphires. All these fruits were large, 
and very beautiful. 

Aladdin, though he knew nothing of their 
value, was much pleased with them; and, as he 
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had been told that he might safely meddle 
with any thing in the garden, he filled his 
pockets with some of each sort and even 
crammed as many as he could into his bosom. 
He then returned through the halls as 
cautiously as he came; and, having ascended 
the steps, he called out to his uncle to assist 
him with his hand and pull him out 

Nothing could be further from the intention 
of the magician than to deliver Aladdin from 
the cave. He had found by his books that 
concealed in an underground abode in China 
was a lamp which would render its possessor 
more powerful than any prince in the world; 
but, as he was not permitted to enter the place 
himself, he resolved to induce some friendless 
boy to fetch him the wonderful talisman, and, 
having gained it, to shut up the cave and 
leave the lad to his fate. When Aladdin, 
therefore, called out for his assistance, the 
wizard called as loudly for the lamp. The 
young man would readily have given it to him 
if he had not buried it in his bosom by the 
quantity of jewels he had put over it; and, being 
ashamed to acknowledge this, he entreated the 
magician to help him out, and he would deliver 
it to him immediately 

The dispute had lasted a short time, and 
neither of them was disposed to give way, 
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when the African turning his head saw some 
people from the city entering the valley. Fear 
of being discovered by them and rage at the 
obstinaney of the lad overcame every other 
feeling. He pronounced two magical words, 
which replaced the stone and closed the earth. 
By this means he lost all hope of obtaining 
the lamp, since it was forever out of his power 
to open the cave again or to teach others how 
to do it; but he gratified his revenge by 
leaving Aladdin, as he supposed, to certain 
death. He set off straightway for his own 
country, taking care not to return to the 
city. 

Aladdin was exceedingly terrified to find him- 
self buried alive. He eried out, and ealled to 
hig uncle offering to give him the lamp immedi- 
ately; but it was too late. As the cave was 
very dark he thought of returning through 
the halls into the garden, which was light; 
but the door, which had been opened by 
enchantment, was now shut. After he had 
been there two days he happened to clasp his 
hands in his agony and thus rubbed the ring 
which the magician had put upon his finger, but 
had forgotten to take away. Immediately there 
rose out of the earth an enormous genius, in 
whose hand was a torch that lghted up the 
cave as though the sun shone in it. Said the 
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genius to him, “ What wouldst thou have? I 
am ready to obey thee as thy slave, while thou 
wearest the ring: I and the other slaves of 
the ring.” 

At any other time Aladdin would have been 
frightened to death by such an appearance; 
but despair gave him courage and he cried, 
“T charge you, by the ring, to release me if 
you can from this place.” He had no sooner 
spoken than the earth opened, and the genius 
lifting him up to the surface immediately 
disappeared in a very mysterious manner. 
Aladdin rejoiced greatly at his deliverance 
and found his way home without much diffi- 
culty; but he was so agitated by his adventure 
and so faint for want of sustenance that it was 
only after he had partaken of food that he 
could tell his story. His mother congratulated 
him on his escape and railed against the 
treacherous impostor who led him into eaptivity. 

The next morning, when Aladdin awoke, he 
was very hungry.and ealled to his mother for 
some breakfast. ‘“ Alasf child,” she said, “I 
have been so distressed on your account that I 
have not been able to do any work these two 
days, so that I have no money to buy any 
food, and all [I had in the house you ate yes- 
terday. But,” continued she, “here is the lamp 
which you brought home, and which nearly 
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eost you your life; it seems to be a very good 
one. I will clean it, and I dare say it will 
sell for money enough to keep us until I have 
spun some more cotton.” 

Saying this she took some sand and began 
to rub the lamp. In an instant a genius of 
gigantic size stood before her and said, ‘“‘ What 
wouldst thou have? I am ready to obey thee 
as thy slave, the slave of all those who hold 
the lamp in their hands: I and the other 
slaves of the lamp.” Aladdin’s mother fainted 
at the sight of the genius, but her son, who 
had already seen one like him, caught the lamp 
out of her hand and said, “I am hungry: bring 
me something to eat at once.” 

The genius vanished, but quickly returned 
with a large silver basin containing twelve 
covered plates of the same metal, all full of 
the choicest dainties, together with six white 
loaves and two bottles of sherbet. Having 
placed these things on the table, he disappeared. 
When Aladdin’s mother recovered, she was 
very much pleased to see such an abundance 
of nice eatables. Sitting down with her son 
they feasted abundantly, and when they had 
done, she inquired what had passed between 
the genius and her son while she was uncon- 
scious. 

On being informed that rubbing the lamp 
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had caused the genius to appear, she pro- 
tested against ever touching it again and 
earnestly advised her son to sell it. He 
reasoned with her on the great pains his false 
uncle had taken to procure the talisman, and 
on the use it had now been to them and 
would no doubt continue to be, and added, 
that, as he was now used to the appearance 
of the genius, he would, when he wanted any- 
thing, rub the lamp at a time when she was 
not present. His mother answered that he 
might act as he pleased, but for her part she 
would have nothing to do with genii. 

The next day, the provisions being all gone, 
Aladdin took one of the plates and went to a 
silversmith to sell it. The merchant soon 
perceived that it was of the purest silver, but 
thinking the owner ignorant of its value he 
offered a small sum of money for it. Aladdin 
thought he had made a good bargain. He 
gave the money to his mother, and they lived 
upon it in their usual frugal manner as long 
as it lasted. Aladdin then sold another plate, 
and so on till they had only the basin left; 
that being very large, the silversmith gave 
him double the former amount, which sup- 
' ported them a considerable time. When all 
the money was spent, Aladdin again ealled the 
lamp to his aid, and the genius supplied the 
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table with another silver basin and the same 
number of covered plates equally well filled. 

Aladdin and his mother very prudently 
eontinued to live as usual for several years, 
when one day, as he was walking in the town, 
he heard a erier ordering all the people to shut 
their shops and keep within doors, while 
the princess Bulbul, the Emperor’s daughter, 
went to the baths. Aladdin, seized with a 
great desire to see the princess, secreted him- 
self behind the outer door of the bath where 
he remained unobserved. As the princess 
approached the door she laid aside her veil 
and gave him an opportunity to have a full 
view of her face. The instant Aladdin saw 
the princess, who was exceedingly beautiful, 
he fell desperately in love with her; and 
when she had entered the inner doors, he 
returned home pensive yet delighted. 

Next morning Aladdin behaved with great 
reserve and sadness, and after musing some 
time told his mother the cause of his uneasi- 
ness, saying, “I love the charming princess so 
much that I cannot live without her, and am 
resolved to ask her in marriage of the 
Emperor, her father.” Aladdin’s mother heard 
with attention, but when he came to what 
seemed so wild a determination she burst into 
loud laughter, 
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“My dear son,” she said, you must be out 
of your mind. Do you consider who you are, 
that you have the boldness to think of your 
sovereign’s daughter for a wife? Who do you 
expect will be bold enough to ask the princess 
of the Emperor for you?” 

“You undoubtedly must do it,” replied her 
son. 

“T shall take care,” said she hastily, “how 
I engage in such an affair. I go to the 
Emperor on a message! what madness! 
Besides, no one approaches the sovereign to 
ask a favor without a present. What have 
you to offer the Emperor worthy his accept- 
ance even for his smallest favors, much less 
for the highest he ean bestow?” 

“T admit,” replied Aladdin, “that my wish 
is very bold, but I love the princess so 
ardently that I shall die if I do not sueceed. 
You should remember what the lamp I 
possess has already done for us. As to a 
proper offering to the Emperor, I am able to 
furnish you with one which I am sure he 
will gladly accept.” He now arranged the 
jewels he had brought from the garden in a 
vessel of fine porcelain which showed them to 
great advantage, and persuaded his mother, 
who consented with great reluctance, to carry 
them to the Emperor, 
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“Depend upon it, my son,” said she, “your 
present will be thrown away. The Emperor 
-will either laugh at me, or be in so great a 
rage that he will make us both the victims of 
his fury.” 

However, on the following day Aladdin’s 
mother appeared at the divan, and was 
admitted with other suitors who came to ask 
favors of the Emperor. By the example of 
others she had learned to prostrate herself 
before the throne.. The Emperor bade her rise 
and said to her, “Good woman, what is your 
business?” Aladdin’s mother replied, “ Before 
I presume to tell your Majesty the almost 
incredible affair which brings me before you, 
I most humbly request the favor of being 
heard by you in private, and also that you 
will pardon me the bold demand I have to 
make.” The Emperor’s curiosity was much 
excited, and ordering everybody else to with- 
draw he directed her to proceed. 

She was slow to do so, being very anxious 
to obtain pardon for her presumption before 
she began. The Emperor, tired with her 
prattle and impatient to know what she had 
to ask, gave her assurances of the most 
ample pardon and again commanded her to 
relate her business. 

Pus encouraged, she told him faithfully 
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how her son had seen the princess, and the 
violent jove for her which that sight had 
inspired in him, and ended by asking the 
princess Bulbul in marriage for her son. At 
the same time she bowed down before the 
throne and laid her present at the foot of it. 
From the manners and appearance of the 
poor woman nothing could seem more absurd 
to the Emperor than such a proposal. The 
instant he heard it he burst out laughing, but 
sobering himself a little he said to her, “You 
have brought a present to forward your suit: 
pray let me look at it.” Aladdin’s mother 
hastened to lift it up, and the Emperor, greatly 
astonished to see so many priceless jewels set 
before him, the smallest of which far surpassed 
in beauty and value any in his own treasury, 
told her to return in three months, hinting 
that the answer then might not be unfavorable. 
Aladdin’s mother was overjoyed at a recep- 
tion so much beyond her hopes. She hurried 
home to her son; who heard her story with 
great joy. To be sure, three months seemed 
an age, but as he had never expected to 
succeed without much greater trouble his 
delight was unbounded. When the three 
months had passed Aladdin sent his mother 
to the divan as before. The Emperor remem- 
bered her, but, having no inclination to give 


the princess to her son, he consulted his 
vizier, who advised him to demand of Aladdin 
a nuptial present so exceedingly valuable that 
it would be out of his power to procure it. 
The Emperor, well pleased with the advice, 
beckoned the old woman to him, and told her 
he was ready to give the princess to her son, 
provided Aladdin sent him forty basins of 
massive gold full of the same kind of stones 
she had brought him before,—each basin to 
be carried by a black slave led by a young 
and handsome white slave, all of them 
magnificently dressed. “Go,” said he, “and 
tell him that on these conditions I am ready to 
receive him as my son-in-law.” She returned 


home much dejected; but Aladdin heard her 
243 
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report with great pleasure and, summoning the 
genius, ordered him to provide the present the 
Emperor had demanded. In a few minutes 
the house of Aladdin was filled by the eighty 
slaves: forty black ones bearing large golden 
basins filled with all sorts of jewels, each basin 
being covered with a silver stuff embroidered 
with flowers of gold. 

Aladdin requested his mother to return to 
the Emperor and present him. with the dowry 
he had demanded; and opening the door he 
ordered a white slave to go out, and a black 
one with his basin to follow. In this order 
they all set forth, and the mother of Aladdin 
closed the procession. When they entered the 
divan they formed a semicircle before the 
throne; the black slaves laid the basins on the 
carpets and uncovered them; and the whole 
company, having paid proper compliments to 
the sovereign, modestly stood with folded arms, 

The Emperor surveyed the whole with the 
utmost amazement. The vizier admitted that 
Aladdin’s present merited his reception into 
the royal family. All the court agreed with 
this opinion, and the Emperor dismissed the 
old woman with orders that her son should 
hasten to receive the princess from the hands 
of her father. The joy with which Aladdin 
received this message was unspeakable. He 
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summoned the genius, and said, “Provide me 
with proper apparel and equipage, that I may 
visit the Emperor, who has consented to 
receive me as a son.” No sooner had he 
spoken these words than the genius clothed 
him in most magnificent garments. 

When Aladdin arrived at court and was 
introduced to the Emperor, he would have 
prostrated himself in the usual manner, but 
the monarch prevented this by receiving him 
in his arms and embracing him. They con- 
versed together a long time, and the Emperor 
was charmed with the wit and good sense of 
_ his intended son-in-law. The judge presented 
the contract, and the Emperor asked Aladdin 
to stay in the palace and conclude the marriage 
immediately. But Aladdin, with great grati- 
tude, declined the Emperor’s request. ‘I wish 
first, said he, “to build a palace fit for the 
reception of the charming princess; and for 
this purpose I humbly beg your majesty to 
erant me a piece of ground near your own.” 
The Emperor bade him take any ground he 
pleased, but begged him to consider how long 
it must be before he could complete a new 
palace; and all that time he should be without 
the pleasure of calling him son. 

When Aladdin returned home, he sum- 
moned the genius in the usual manner. 
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“Genius,” said he, “the speed with which 
thou last executed my orders deserves all 
praise. I have now a commission of still 
greater importance for thee. Build me a 
palace opposite the Emperor’s, fit to receive 
the princess Bulbul. Let the materials be the 
most rare and costly. Let there be a large 
hall in it with a dome at the top and four- 
and-twenty windows. Decorate these windows 
with the most splendid jewels. Let the walls 
of the hall be formed of massive gold and 
silver. Provide the most sumptuous furniture, 
but above all else be sure that there is a place 
well supplied with money both in gold and 
silver. There must also be kitchens and offices 
suited to the magnificence of such a palace, 
and also stables filled with the most beautiful 
horses, not omitting everything proper for 
hunting. I must likewise have attendants for 
the offices and female slaves for the service 
of the princess.” 

By the time Aladdin had finished his 
instructions the sun was set. The next morn- 
ing at daybreak the genius presented himself, 
and said, “Master, your palace is finished; 
come and see how you like it.” Aladdin 
consenting, he transported him thither and led 
him through the various apartments. He 


found that his orders had been faithfully 
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fulfilled and sent a message to the Emperor 
requesting that he might be permitted to wait 
on him and on the princess Bulbul, and that 
the wedding might take place that day. The 
Emperor consenting, the marriage was per- 
formed. 

In the evening Aladdin received the lovely 
bride in his own palace and conducted her 
into the grand hall, which was superbly 
illuminated. The princess being seated, a noble 
feast was served up. The plates and dishes 
were all of burnished gold and contained the 
most delicious meat, and all the furniture in 
the hall was magnificent. Although the prin- 
cess Bulbul had been used to the splendor of 
a court from her infancy, she was much struck 
with the magnificence of her new home, and 
expressed her pleasure to Aladdin in the 
strongest terms. After supper there was a 
concert of music and a dance by genii and 
fairies. The day following, the royal parents 
eame to Aladdin’s palace to congratulate the 
princess; she received them and conducted 
them to the hall, where they were astonished 
at the display of riches and elegance. 

For some years Aladdin lived happily in his 
changed condition, being very popular with 
the subjects of the Emperor for his agreeable 
manners and his liberality. He was very fond 
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of hunting and sometimes spent several days 
in a ‘single expedition. During a prolonged 
absence of this sort he was overtaken by a 
great’ misfortune, against which he had not 
sufficiently guarded. When he left his paternal 
home to live in his palace he took with him 
the lamp which had brought him so much 
good fortune, and the ring which had been 
given to him by the magician. The latter he 
always wore on his finger; the former he 
generally carried in his bosom, but when he 
set out on the hunting expedition referred to 
he left it at home. Before he returned, it had 
been ignorantly handed in exchange for a new 
lamp to a stranger, who was no other than 
the “African Magician.” The latter by his 
magic art, while in his own country, discovered 
that Aladdin had not perished in the eave as 
he expected, but had married a princess and 
was living in his native city in the greatest 
splendor. He set out at once with the object 
of destroying his happiness by getting posses- 
sion of the lamp, and this he accomplished 
during the absence of Aladdin, when no one 
was left about the palace who had any idea 
of its value. He immediately left the city 
but remained in its vicinity and, during the 
following night, by rubbing the lamp he secured 
the aid of the genius who had built the palace, 


ALADDIN, OR THE WONDERFUL Lamp. 249 


and who at his order transported it with 
everything it contained and also the magician 
himself to Africa, where he had his home. 

The next morning when the Emperor arose 
he went as usual to his closet-window to 
admire Aladdin’s palace, but when he saw an 
uneovered space of ground, he could not 
restrain his astonishment and indignation, the 
latter being due to the loss of his daughter 
even more than to the disappearance of the 
edifice. He at once ordered that Aladdin 
should, on his return from his hunting expedi- 
tion, be put to death as an impostor, but he 
afterwards pardoned him through .fear of the 
people, with whom his son-in-law was a great 
favorite, and who had risen in a tumult and 
threateped to rescue him by foree. Aladdin, 
on being informed of the disappearance of his 
palace, begged to be allowed forty days in 
which to make inquiries about the calamity 
which had befallen him. 

For three days he rambled about the city 
and its neighborhood, making unsuccessful 
inquiries of those whom he met. At the close 
of the third day he came to a river and, under 
the influence of despair, he determined to cast 
himself into the water. He thought it right first 
to say his prayers, and went to the river-side to 
wash his hands and face, according to the law 
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of Mahomed. The bank of the river was steep 
and slippery, and as he stood upon it he slid 
down against a little rock. The ring, which he 


had forgotten, was rubbed by chance against 
the stone, and there appeared to him the same 
genius which he had seen in the cavern. 
Aladdin said, “I command thee to convey 
me to the place where my palace stands, and 
set me down under the princess’ window.” 
The genius immediately transported him into 
the midst of a large plain, on which his 
palace stood, and then set him exactly under 
the window, and left him there fast asleep. 
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When he awoke next morning he was 
recognized by members of his household and 
admitted to the palace, where the princess 
was overjoyed to see him. From her he 
learned that the African Magician had the 
lamp, that he carried it carefully and con- 
stantly in his bosom, and that, after trying to 
convince the princess of Aladdin’s death, he 
had sought her hand in marriage. At the 
suggestion of her husband she succeeded in 
poisoning him by exchanging wine-cups at a 
banquet, and by the aid of the lamp thus 
recovered, the palace was again transported to 
its proper place in China. 

The Emperor, when he saw it the next 
morning, was greatly surprised. He hastened 
to welcome his daughter home and to ask par- 
don of Aladdin for his hasty condemnation of 
him for an offence of which he was innocent. 
After living happily for some time with his 
restored children the Emperor died, and was 
succeeded on the throne by his daughter. She 
shared the supreme power with her husband, 
Aladdin, and they reigned together many years 
in uninterrupted happiness and prosperity. 


The days of our years are threescore years and ten; 
and if by reason of strength they be fourscore years, yet 
is their strength labor and sorrow ; for it is soon cut 


off, and we fly away. 
—Psalm XC, 
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. ALADDIN. 


When I was a beggarly boy 
And lived in a cellar damp, 

I had not a friend or a toy, 
But I had Aladdin’s lamp. 


When I could not sleep for the cold, 
I had fire enough in my brain, 
And builded with roofs of gold 
My beautiful castles of Spain ! 


Since then I have toiled day and night, 
I have money and power good store, 
But I'd give all my lamps of silver bright 


For the one that is mine no more. 


Take, Fortune, whatever you choose ; 
You gave, and may snatch again ; 
I have nothing ’twould pain me to lose, 
For I own no more castles in Spain! 
—JAMES RUSSELL LOWELIx , 


ABOU BEN ADHEM. 


Asou Ben ApueEm (may his tribe increase !) 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace, 
And saw within the moonlight in his room, 
Making it rich and like a lily in bloom, 

An Angel writing in a book of gold. 
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold, 
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And to the Presence in the room he said, 

“What writest thou?”—The Vision raised its head, 
And with a look made of all sweet accord 
Answered, ‘The names of those who love the Lord.” 
“And is mine one?” said Abou. ‘Nay, not so,” 
Replied the Angel. Abou spoke more low, 

But cheerily still, and said, ‘I pray thee, then, 
Write me as one that loves his fellow-men.” 

The Angel wrote and vanished. The next night 

It came again with a great wakening light 

And showed the names whom love of God had blessed, 
And, lo! Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest. 


—LEIGH HUNT. 


THE THREE COPECKS. 


CroucHep low in a sordid chamber 
With a cupboard of empty shelves,— 
Half starved and, alas! unable 
To comfort or help themselves, 


Two children were left forsaken, 
All orphaned of mortal care, 

But with spirits too close to Heaven 
To be tainted by Earth’s despair, — 


Alone in that crowded city 
Which shines like an Arctic star 
By the banks of the frozen Neva 
In the realm of the mighty Czar. 
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Now, Max was an urchin of seven, 
But his delicate sister, Leeze, 

With the crown of her rippling ringlets, 
Could scarcely have reached your knees: 


As he looked on his sister weeping 
And tortured by hunger’s smart, 

A thought like an angel entered 
At the door of his open heart. 


He wrote on a fragment of paper 
With quivering hand and soul, 

“Please send to me, Christ! three copecks 
To purchase for Leeze a roll!” 


Then rushed to a church his missive 
To drop,—ere the vesper psalms _ 
As the surest mail bound Christward— 

In the unlocked box for alms! 


While he stood upon tiptoe to reach it 
One passed from the priestly band, 

And with smile like a benediction 
Took the note from his eager hand. 


Having read it, the good man’s bosom 
Grew warm with a holy joy: 

“ Ah! Christ may have heard you already,— 
Will you come to my house, my boy ?” 


“But not without Leeze?” “No, surely, 
We'll have a rare party of three ; 

Go tell her that somebody’s waiting 
To welcome her home to tea.” 


THE THREE CopeEcks. 


That night in the cosiest cottage 
The orphans were safe at rest, 
Each snug as a callow birdling 
In the depths of its downy nest. 


And the next Lord’s day in his pulpit 


The preacher so spake of these 
Stray lambs from the fold, which Jesus 


Had blessed by the sacred seas— 


So recounted their guileless story 
As he held each clild by the hand, 

That the hardest there could feel it, 
And the dullest could understand. 


O’er the eyes of the listening fathers 


There floated a gracious mist; 
And oh, how the tender mothers 
Those desolate darlings kissed ! 


“ You have given your tears,” said the preacher, 
‘“ Heart-alms we should none despise; 


But the open palm, my children, 
Is more than the weeping eyes!” 
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Then followed a swift collection 
From the altar steps to the door, 
Till the sum of two thousand roubles 

The vergers had counted o’er. 


So you see that the unmailed letter 
Had somehow gone to its goal, 

And more than three copecks gathered 
To purchase for Leeze a roll! 


—PAUL H. HAYNE, 


CHRISTMAS EVE. 


On Christmas eve the bells were rung; 
On Christmas eve the mass was sung; 
Then opened wide the baron’s hall 

To vassal, tenant, serf, and all; 

Power laid his rod of rule aside, 

And ceremony doffed his pride; 

The heir with roses in his shoes 

That night might village partner choose, 


All hailed with uncontrolled delight 
And general voice the happy night, 
That to the village as the crown 
Brought tidings of salvation down. 
England was merry England when 

Old Christmas brought his sports again, 
And Christmas gambol oft would cheer 


A poor man’s heart through half the year. 
ANON. 


~ 
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A CHILD’S DREAM OF A STAR. 


THERE was once a child, and he strolled about 
a good deal, and thought of a number of things. 
He had a sister, who was a child too, and his 
constant companion. These two used to wonder 
all day long. They wondered at the beauty of 
the flowers; they wondered at the height and 
blueness of the sky; they wondered at the 
goodness and the power of God, who made the 
lovely world. 

They used to say to one another sometimes, 
“Supposing all the children upon earth were to 
die, would the flowers, and the water, and the 
sky be sorry?” They believed they would be 
sorry. “For,” said they, “the buds are the 
children of the flowers, and the little playful 
streams that gambol down the hillsides are the 
children of the water; and the smallest bright 
specks, playing at hide-and-seek in the sky all 
night, must surely be the children of the stars; 
and they would all be grieved to see their play- 
mates, the children of men, no more.” 

There was one clear-shining star that used to 
come out in the sky before the rest, near the 
church spire, above the graves. It was larger 
and more beautiful, they thought, than all the 
others, and every night they watched for it, 
standing hand in hand at a window. Whoever 
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saw it first cried out, “I see the star!” And 
often they cried out both together, knowing so 
well when it would rise, and where. So they 
grew to be such friends with it, that, before 
lying down on their beds, they always looked 
out once again, to bid it good-night; and when 
they were turning round to sleep they used to 
say, ‘God bless the star! ” 

But while she was still very young—oh, very, 
very young!—the sister drooped, and came to be 
so weak, that she could no longer stand at the 
window at night; and then the child looked 
sadly out by himself, and when he saw the star, 
turned round and said to the patient, pale face 
on the bed, “I see the star!” and then a smile 
would come upon the face, and a little, weak 
voice used to say, “God bless my brother and 
the star!” 

And so the time came, all too soon! when the 
child looked out alone, and when there was no 
face on the bed; and when there was a little 
grave among the graves, not there before; and 
when the star made long rays down towards 
him, as he saw it through his tears, 

Now, these rays were so bright, and they 
seemed to make such a shining way from earth 
to heaven, that when the child went to his 
solitary bed, he dreamed about the star; and 
dreamed that, lying where he was, he saw a train 
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of people taken up that sparkling road by angels. 
And the star, opening, showed him a great world 
of light, where many more such angels waited 
to receive him. 

All these angels, who were waiting, turned 
their beaming eyes upon the people who were 
carried up into the star; and some came out 
from the long rows in which they stood, and fell 
upon the people’s necks, and kissed them ten- 
derly, and went away with them down avenues 
of light, and were so happy in their company, 
that, lying in his bed, he wept for joy. 

But there were many angels who did not go 
with them, and among them one he knew. The 
patient face that once had lain upon the bed was 
glorified and radiant, but his heart found out his 
sister among all the host. His sister’s angel 
lingered near the entrance of the star, and said 
to the leader among those who had brought the 
people thither, “Is my brother come?” And he 
said, “No.” She was turning hopefully away, 
when the child stretched out his arms, and cried, 
“O sister, am here! Takeme!” And then she 
turned her beaming eyes upon him, and it was 
night; and the star was shining into the room, 
making long rays down towards him, as he saw 
it through his tears. From that hour forth, the 
child looked out upon the star as on the Home 
he was to go to when his time should come; and 
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he thought that he did not belong to the earth 
alone, but to the star too, because of his sister’s 
- angel gone before. There was a baby born to be 
a brother to the child; and while he was so little 
that he never yet had spoken a word, he stretched 
his tiny form out on the bed, and died. 

Again the child dreamed of the opened star, 
and of the company of angels, and the train of 
people, and the rows of angels, with their beam- 
ing eyes all turned upon those people’s faces. 
Said his sister’s angel to the leader, “Is my 
brother come?” And he said, “Not that one, 
but another.” As the child beheld his brother’s 
angel in her arms, he cried, “O sister, I am here! 
Take me!” And she turned and smiled upon 
him, and the star was shining. 

He grew to be a young man, and was busy at 
his books, when an old servant came to him, and 
said, “Thy mother is no more. I bring her 
blessing on her darling son!” Again at night 
he saw the star, and all the former company. 
Said his sister’s angel to the leader, “Is my 
brother come?” Andhe said, “ Thy mother!” 
A mighty ery of joy went forth through all the 
star, because the mother was re-united to her 
two children. And he stretched out his arms, 
and eried, “O mother, sister, and brother, I am 
here! Take me!” And they answered him, 
“Not yet,” and the star was shining. 
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He grew to be a man, whose hair was turning 
gray, and he was sitting in his chair by the fire- 
side, heavy with grief, and with his face bedewed 
with tears, when the star opened once again. 
Said his sister’s angel to the leader, “Is my 
brother come?” And he said, “ Nay, but his 
maiden daughter.” And the man who had been 
the child saw his daughter, newly lost to him, a 
celestial creature among those three, and he said, 
“My daughter’s head is on my sister’s bosom, 
and her arm is round my mother’s neck, and at 
her feet there is the baby of old time, and I can 
bear the parting from her—God be praised!” 
And the star was shining. 

Thus the child came to be an old man, and his 
face was wrinkled, and his steps were slow, and 
his back was bent. And one night, as he lay 
upon his bed, his children standing around, he 
eried, as he had cried so long ago, “I see the 
star!” They whispered to one another, “ He is 
dying.” And he said, “Iam. My age is falling 
from me like a garment, and I move towards the 
star as a child. And,O my Father, now I thank 
Thee that it has so often opened, to receive those 
dear ones who await me!” And the star was 
shining ; and it shines upon his grave. 


—CHARLES DICKENS, 
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GOLDEN DEEDS. 


Wuart is a golden deed? It is something 
which we do for the good of others when we 
think more of them than we do of ourselves. 
And it is called golden because the rarest and 
most precious things in all the world are the 
acts of unselfish men. 

Let, me tell you a story of a golden deed that 
was performed by Sir Philip Sidney. This 
brave Enghsh knight was fighting in the Nether- 
lands, to help the Dutch in their struggle for 
liberty against the tyrant, Philip of Spain. In 
a fierce battle he was struck by a musket ball, 
which broke his thigh-bone. Thirsty and faint 
from loss of blood, he ealled for water. 

He had just raised the eup to his lips, when 
his eye fell on a poor, dying soldier, who was 
looking longingly at the cool drink. Without 
so much as tasting it, Sidney handed the eup 
to the poor fellow with these words: “ Thy 
necessity is greater than mine.” 

Here is the story of another golden deed. A 
little boy, named Peter, who lived in Holland a 
long time ago, was once on his way home late in 
the evening, when he became alarmed at hearing 
water trickling through a sluice or gate in one 
of the many dikes which are so necessary for 
the safety of that country; for you must know 
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that Holland is so flat and low that it is in con- 
stant danger of finding itself under water. 

He stopped and thought of what would 
happen if the hole were not closed. He had 
often heard his father tell of the sad disasters 
which had come from such small beginnings as 
this—how, in a few hours, the little aperture 
gradually enlarged until the whole defence was 
washed away, and the rolling, dashing, angry 
sea rushed in, and swept on to the next village, 
destroying life and property. Should he run 
home and alarm the villagers, it would be dark 
before they could arrive; and the hole, even 
then, might become so large as to defy all 
attempts to close. What could he do to prevent 
such a terrible ruin—he, only alittle boy? He 
sat down on the bank of the canal, stopped the 
opening with his hand, and patiently awaited 
the passing of a villager. But no one came. 
Hour after hour rolled by, yet there sat the 
heroic boy, in cold and darkness, shivering, wet, 
and tired, but stoutly pressing his hand against 
the water that was trying to pass the dangerous 
breach. The remainder of the story is thus told 
by an American poet, Miss Phoebe Cary :— 


He thinks of his brother and sister 
Asleep in their safe, warm bed ; 
He thinks of his father and mother, 
Of himself as dying—and dead ; 
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And of how, when the night is over, 
They must come and find him at last ; 
But he never thinks he can leave the place 


Where duty holds him fast. 


The good dame in the cottage 
Is up and astir with the light, 

For the thought of her little Peter 
Has been with her all the night. 

And now she watches the pathway, 
As yester eve she had done ; 

But what does she see so strange and black 
Against the rising sun? 

Her neighbors bearing between them 
Something straight to her door ; 

Her child is coming home, but not 
As he ever came before ! 

* He is dead!” she cries; ‘my darling !” 
And the startled father hears, 


And comes and looks the way she looks, 


And fears the thing she fears ; 
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Till a glad shout from the bearers 
Thrills the stricken man and wife— 

“Give thanks, for your son has saved our land 
And God has saved his life !” 


So there in the morning sunshine 
They knelt about the boy, 

And every head was bared and bent, 
In tearful, reverent joy. 


Tis many a year since then ; but still, 
When the sea roars like a flood, 
Their boys are taught what a boy can do, 
Who is brave, and true, and good ; 
For every man in that country 
Takes his son by the hand, 
And tells him of little Peter, 
Whose courage saved the land. 


They have many a valiant hero, 
Remembered through the years, 

But never one whose name so oft, 
Is named with loving tears. 


And his deed shall be sung by the cradle, 
And told to the child on the knee, 

As long as the dikes of Holland 
Divide the land from the sea. 


Another golden deed done more than two 
thousand years ago has made the names of 
Damon and Pythias famous forever. 

In Syracuse there was so hard a ruler that the 
people made a plot to drive him out of the city. 
The plot was discovered, and the king com- 
manded that the leaders should be put to death. 
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Orie of these, named Damon, lived at some dis- 
tance from Syracuse. He asked that he might 
be allowed to go home to say good-bye to his 
family, promising that he would then come 
back to die, at the appointed time. 

The king did not believe that he would keep 
his word, and said, “I will not let you go unless 
you find some friend who will come and stay in 
your place. Then, if you are not back on the 
day set for execution, I shall put your friend to 
death in your stead.” The king thought to him- 
self, ““Surely no one will ever take the place of 
a man condemned to death.” 

Now, Damon had a very dear friend, named 
Pythias, who at once came and offered to stay 
in prison while Damon was allowed to go 
away. The king was much surprised, but he 
had given his word; Damon was therefore per- 
mitted to leave for home, while Pythias was put 
in prison. 

Many days passed,—the time for the execution 
was close at hand, and Damon had not come 
back. The king, curious to see how Pythias 
would behave, now that death seemed so near, 
went to the prison. “ Your friend will never 
return,” he said to Pythias. 

“You are wrong,” was the answer. “Damon 
will be here if he can possibly come. But he 
has to travel by sea, and the winds have been 


GOLDEN DEEDS. 267 


blowing the wrong way for several days. How- 
ever, it is much better that I should die than he. 
I have no wife and no children, and I love my 
friend so well that it would be easier to die for 
him than to live without him. So Iam hoping 
and praying that he may be delayed until my 
head has fallen.” 

The king went away more puzzled than ever. 

The fatal day arrived. Still Damon had not 
come, and Pythias was brought forward and 
mounted the scaffold. ‘“ My prayers are heard,” 
he cried. “I shall be permitted to die for my 
_ friend. But mark my words. Damon is faith- 
ful and true; you will yet have reason to know 
that he has done his utmost to be here.” 

Just at this moment Damon came galloping 
up at full speed, on a horse covered with foam ! 
In an instant he was on the scaffold, and had 
Pythias in his arms. “My beloved friend,” he 
eried, “the gods be praised that you are safe. 
What agony have I suffered in the fear that 
my delay was putting your life in danger!” 

Pythias was not glad, for he did not care to 
live if his friend must die. But the king had 
heard all. At last he was forced to believe in 
the unselfish friendship of these two. His heart 
melted at the sight, and he set them both free, 
asking only that they would be his friends also. 


—CHARLOTTE M. YONGE. 
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THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS. 


Ir was the schooner Hesperus, 
That sailed the wintry sea ; 

And the skipper had taken his little daughter, 
To bear him company. 


Blue were her eyes as the fairy flax, 
Her cheeks like the dawn of day, 

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds, 
That ope in the month of May. 


The skipper he stood beside the helm, 
His pipe was in his mouth, 

And he watched how the veering flaw did blow 
The smoke now west, now south. 


Then up and spake an old sailor, 
Had sailed the Spanish Main, 
“T pray thee put into yonder port, 

For I fear a hurricane. 


“ Last night the moon had a golden ring, 
And to-night no moon we see !” 

The skipper he blew a whiff from his pipe, 
And a scornful laugh laughed he. 


Colder and louder blew the wind, 
A gale from the north-east ; 

The snow fell hissing in the brine, 
And the billows frothed like yeast. 


Down came the storm, and smote amain 
The vessel in its strength ; 

She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed, 
Then leaped her cable’s length. 
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“Come hither! come hither! my little daughter, 
And do not tremble so ; 

For I can weather the roughest gale, 
That ever wind did blow.” 


He wrapped her warm in his seaman’s coat, 
Against the stinging blast ; 

He cut a rope from a broken spar, 
And bound her to the mast. 


“O father! I hear the church bells ring, 
O say, what may it be?” 

“Tis a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast !”— 
And he steered for the open sea. 


“O father! I hear the sound of guns, 
O say, what may it be?” 

“Some ship in distress, that cannot live 
In such an angry sea!” 

' “QO father! I see a gleaming light, 
O say, what may it be?” 

But the father answered never a word,— 
A frozen corpse was he. 


Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark, 
With his face turned to the skies, 

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow 
On his fixed and glassy eyes. 


Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed 
That saved she might be ; 

And she thought of Him who stilled the wave 
On the Lake of Galilee. 


And fast through the midnight dark and drear, 
Through the whistling sleet and snow, 
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Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept 
Towards the reef of Norman’s Woe. 


And ever the fitful gusts between 
A sound came from the land ; 

It was the sound of the trampling surf, 
On the rocks and the hard sea-sand. 


The breakers were right beneath her bows,— 
She drifted a dreary wreck, 

And the whooping billow swept the crew 
Like icicles from her deck. 


She struck where the white and fleecy waves 
Looked soft as carded wool, 

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side 
Like the horns of an angry bull. 


Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice, 
With the masts went by the board ; 

Like a vessel of glass she stove and sank— 
Ho! Ho! the breakers roared ! 


At daybreak on the bleak sea-beach, 
A fisherman stood aghast, 

To see the form of a maiden fair 
Lashed close to a drifting mast. 


The salt sea was frozen on her breast, 
The salt tears in her eyes ; 

And he saw her hair, like the brown sea-weed, 
On the billows fall and rise. 


Such was the wreck of the Hesperus, 
In the midnight and the snow ; 

Oh! save us all from a death like this, 
On the reef of Norman’s Woe ! 


—TWENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW, 


rails Soe 
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